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PREFACE. 

For submitting these " Gatherings" to the public, it ia 
needless ta apologise, as it would neither make nor mar 
their success: if they possess aught approaching' 
poetical merit, I am confident the same will be speedily 
acknowledged ; if not, their name will be as speedily 
forgotten. 

Many of them haye already been scattered abroad 
in the columns of newspapers, etc., without bniad or 1 
distinguishing mark ; they have been recently niTisierec^ 
and— to the best of my judgment^he most marketablo: • \ 
drafted out, to fill the pagea of this Tolume. ; 

With regard to the two most pretentious of them, I ' 
^ill briefly observe, that, they are attempts to versify 
genuine Aboriginal Legends, by one who — ^atleast-^ 
can lay indisputable claim to the name of a Bushman^ I 
whose knowledge, in matters aboriginal, has not been 
derived from books, or hearsay, but from actual j 
observation. 

To conclude, I ask no favor of the public, further ^ 
than a fair hearing and an impartial verdict. • 

Woodbum, Kilmore. 
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THE ACCURSED EDDY 



AX 



ABORIGINAL LEGEND. 



" You remember^n our rambles 
By the river's Way brink. 
Yonder eddy in the water. 
Where I warned you not to drink ? 
The reason I foj^de you 
Is, because it is accurst^ 
So that none of all our people 
Wet his lips there ever durst : 
And how it came to be so 
Is a tale of olden time. 
Which III tell you, 'tho' 'tis clotted 

Of 

With murder's horrid crime .'* 

J2a 
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So spake my black companion 
By our lonely camp-fire*s blaze. 
On the banks of old Millo oie, 
Sheened with Bok-ah-botha's rays ; 
And this the tale he told mo 
Of the long departed days. 

Long ago— 'twas when our people. 
Like the trees in yonder forest. 
Or the stars that twinkle o*er us. 
Or the rushes by the river. 
Or the weet-weet were in nilQber. 
Lived the Chieftain Walmerinue, 
Dauntless warrior as ever 
In the face of frowning foema^ 
Made the Tchyrel or the Buck-up 
Quiver with a deadly meaning. 

Honored was he for his prowess, 
For his wisdom venerated. 
For his fatherly affection 
He was loved by all the people. 
Son he had named Wichimarmbul^ 
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Who— like sapling by the margin 
Of a friendly lake or Gunbower— 
Grew apace, the darling idol 
Of the youngest andl^oarest ; 
For in him they saw the virtues 
Of the father imaged clearly. 
Saw in him that martial daring 
That had made^ in days evanished. 
Many a foeman quail and tremble. 
Like a fragile water lily. 
In the river's wind- wrought ripples. 

None of all his youthful compeers, 
Tho' they many were in number. 
Could like him, with aim unerring. 
Fling the spear or throw the Wanny ; 
None could steer canoe so deftly — 
None could climb the branchless barrel 
Of the huge old box or gum tree 
To the home of slumbering Willoo, 
Or the wing provided Tooan ; 
None could dive into the river 
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And impale its finny people 
On the point of slender Buckup, 
Like the son of Walmerinue. 
None could to the grand corrob'ree 
Give such impetus and spitit. 
As the youthful Wichimarmbul. 
And the chiefs of tribes adjoining 
Told his feats unto their daughters. 
In the evenings by the camp fire 
Till their lips were heard to fashion. 
In their own peculiar rhythm. 
Songs in praise of Wichimarmbul, 
Till their hearts* most earnest longing— 
That in some grew all but passion — 
Was to feast their eyes upon him. 
Was to see this wondrous young man 1 

In the season when grim winter 
Spread the waters of the river 
Over every flat and meadow, 
Where the tassell'd Tchyruck s whisper 
Mystic music to the night wind. 



• 
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Wichimarmbul, by the sages 
Of his tribe in court assembled^ 
Was a messenger deputed 
To the Wamba Wamba people— 
'Whose abode is to the eastward. 
Far away among the mountains. 
Where Millooie has his birth place— 
To arrange about exchanging 
Spears and nets, and Palck and ocre. 
For the skins, with quaint devices. 
Painted on them by the fancy 
Of tlie Wamba Wamba people. 
('Tis an annual custom, olden 
As the very hills, and kept up 
Even now amongst the Woang.) 

On the morrow, ere the sun had 
Risen from his nightly slumbers. 
Ere the sober grey horizon 
To his first salute was smiling, 
Wichimarmbul on his shoulder 
Flun^is travelling Mocre-mocre, 
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Made from skin of old Koorangie ; 
Wherein lay his Nullah-nullah, 
And his Patchick, and his Wanny ; 
From his neck in front depended 
Tiny bag of network artful. 
Worked by nimble hand of Lierah, 
Which contained the charms that hoary 
Doctors of the tribe had given him 
'Gainst the powers of dreaded Ngout-ngout, 
And the snakes malignant poison. 
Clutching in his hand his Tchyrels, 
On his kindred, wrapt in slumber 
By the camp fire's tiny flicker. 
Gazed he for a moment, silent : 
Turning then unto the eastward, 
On his journey he departed ; 
Whilst beside his steps retreating 
Jogged his faithful old Wirangin. 

Worse it were in me than needles^ 
Here to enter into detail. 
Of the manifold adventures 1 
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That befel him on his journey. 

To the Wamba Wamba people. 

Far away among the mountains ; 

Let suffice to say, when Nowie 

Six had risen and departed, 

Cheered in heart he felt at seeing 

Slender wreaths of smoke ascending 

From the Wamba Wamba Lanyie> 

And he hastily possessed him 

Of a tiny branch, the token 

That 'twas peace that brought him thither. 

'Twas an evening, for the season. 
Beautiful. The winds were silent. 
Not a breath awoke the mournful 
Music of the mountain oak trees. 
And the moon, in all the grandeur 
Of her fullness, made the -setting 
Sun a want in earnest only ; 
For the mind could scarce believe it, 
As the eye beheld the brightness 
Of such lovely winter even. 
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Round the Wamba Wamba Lanyie 
Children gambolled like so many 
Happinesses sent to win the 
Heart from carets distorted trammels ; 
And the young men looked intently 
At their old grey bearded fathers, 
As they traced with shell and* flint-stone 
Forms and figures, most fantastic, 
On the well stretched skins before them. 
To the rear, some twenty paces, 
Into mournful conclave gathered, 
Were the women, young and aged, 
Weeping o'er the wasted remnant 
Of what once was soul and body, 
Fraught with childhood's laughing gladness ; 
And their low and piteous wailing 
Wandered through the silent forest, 
'Till the wild dogs, in the distance, 
Caught it up and howled in chorus ! 

Such the scene that Wichimarmbul 
Witnessed, as, with footsteps weary 
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From such long unwonted travel. 
He, the Wamba Wamba Lanyie 
Ventured near unto unnoted ; 
But the crackling of some twiglets 
Underneath his footsteps startled 
From their drowsy semi slumbers 
Quite a pack of lank Wirangie, 
That came yelping round about him. 

Then the Wamba Wamba warriors, 
As if moved by one emotion, 
Sprang unto their feet, with Tchyrels 
Eeady fitted to their Womrahs/ 
That with ireful import quivered; 
But their frowns of mute defiance 
Vanished at the signal, fashioned 
By the green bough Wichimarmbul 
In his right hand boldly carried ; ^ 

For they knew that sign h^^ve them 
To be friendship's truest tOKen ! 

Not a single word was spoken, 
Not a question asked, and scarcel' 
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« 

Notice taken of the stranger, 

• 

As beside the fire he squatted, 
Pleased to have his journey ended ; 
Till, when silence long enough had 
Passed to peg a Willoo skin out, 
Wichimarmbul said, "My brothers. 
Far I've journeyed ; I am hungry:" 
When the Wamba Wamba chieftain 
Whispered to his only daughter- 
Bright eyed, beautiful Lubrina— 
Who, with nimble hands and willing 
Heart, before the weary traveller 
Placed abundant food. He thanked her- 
Not with words, but with that gracious 
Look that gratitude betokene : 
While her answering smile said plainly, 
" Eat, ^jy brother, thou art welcome." 

AH the Wamba WMaba people 
Gathered now around the camp fire, 
For the light of day had melted. 
Into mellow s||r and moonlight. 



« 
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And the curlews song ascended, 
Sad and doleful, from the valley, 
Like the wail of weary spirit « 

Longing for a place to rest in. 

When the people were assembled, 
Then the Wamba Wamba chieftain 
Hose and questioneOVichinugrmbul : 
" In the name of alHfy people, 
I request thee, youthful* stranger. 
To disclose your name and kindred, 
And the cause that now, unto us. 
Gives the honor of your visit ? 
Speak, that we may. know how truly 

• 

T'entertain thee whilst remaining 

In our home, among the mountaifas." 

Wichimarmbul thus responded ; 

" Mighty chieftain ! of whose prowess 

Every bird at early morning 

Sings, and every breeze that wanders 

O'er the flowery earth is pregnant ; 

And, ye Wft^nors, second only 

^ * it 
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To your chief, in deeds of valor ; 

Ye, too, hero bearing matrons. 

From whose4)reasts, as years have proven. 

Flows the milk of martial ardor ; 

And, ye love-inspiring maidens, 

From whose eyes the moon and stars might 

Feel elate, more light to bo{|g^ ! 






Give an ear ; and I will ani 

What you, as your right, require me. 

Have ye heard of Walmerinue — 
He, who o*er the Litchie Litchie 
People keeps a care paternal- 
He, whom wisdom makes her mouthpiece, 

When she would to mortals utter 

« 
Ought of wondrous worth and merit- 
He whom bards delight to sing of. 
And young warriors almost worship 
As a hero, white with laurels- 
Won in many a deadly conflict. 
With the braves that come marauding • 
From theknd of mighty waters ? ^ 
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ye have— and who can doubt it,— 
[ere you see his son before you. 
Unto whom, my people's sages. 
Gave the name of Wichimarmbul." 
Murmurs of delight were uttered^ 
By the people there assembled : 
For the name of Walmerinue 
And the fame of Wichimarmbul 
^IpSlad been wafted to their dwellings, 
To their homes among the mountains, 
*Till to them it was familiar 
As the burden of their war-songs. 
And the maidens, ah ! to see them, 
Aa their hungry eyes they feasted 
On the speaker, of whose, exploits 
They had heard such wondrous stories, 
By their father's lips unfolded. 
I have heard their eager glances^ 
As alround him they commingled 
In a most mysterious manner. 
Grew into a perfect halo ! 





/ 
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But, no maiden looked so keenly^ 
Or with such a perfect rapture. 
As the beautiful Lubrina. 

« 

Oh ! her look was adoration, 
Love and worship linked together. 

When the murmurs had subsided. 
Thus continued Wichimarmbul : 
"By the fathers of my people, 
Into solemn council gathered. 
Unto you IVe been deputed 
' As the messenger ^hat yaarly 
Seeks to make that bond of friendship 
That between us has existed, 
For unnumbered generations, 
By another visit stronger. 

In my distant native valley 
As ye know, the hollow Tchyruck 
Flourishes, designed by nature 
For the limber spears formation, 

■ 

And around the huge morasses 
Boongar grows, frfln which our people 
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Fabricate/lKth skill i^nequalled, 

^iets, through which in vain the Mungie, 

And the whistle frighted Tolemn 

Strive to break when in their meshes ; 

There, too,Palck and Jinkie-jinkie— 

Meet adornment for the body 

When festivity infuses 

Mirth into the crowd of dancersy 

As th^iver sand aboundeth. 

But the Willoo in our forest 
Are but small and few in number. 
And their skins are insufficient 
For our wives' and babes' protection 
From the winds that wildlv whistle ; 
Whereas^ here they are in plenty, 
And your hands are skilled to fashion 
From their skins those cloaks that ever 
Win the wearers admiration ; 
For their warmth, and strength so lasting, 
And the rare and quaint devices, 
That your hands can trace so deftly ! 
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' Here, too, every gargling gtreamlet ^ 
Yields the flinty grass-green Muckie, 
From which ye, with wondrous patience. 
Fashion oat the envied Patchick. 

Thus IVe said, because my duty 
*Is to learn, if you are willing 
Still to keep the good old custom— 
That of barter and exchanges f * 

Then the Wamba Wamba chieftain-* 
Whilst innumerable voices 
Welcome gave to Wichimarmbul— 
Bose, and stood amidst his people ; 
Thereupon each lip was silent 
As he said " Oh, youthful stranger, 
When my years were such as thine are, » 
In the valley where thy people 
Dwells, I had a welcome shelter ; 
And I shared the honored friendship 
Of thine estimable father ; 
Therefore, all you seek at this time 
Will be granted by this people. 
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If twere but to prove we cherish 

• 
Memory of thy father's kindness. 

Meanwhile, as you must be weary 

From your long and lonely travel. 

Take repose in peace and safety. 

When the morrow evening closes 

We will welcome you with dances 

Of the Wamba Wamba people." 

3|C 3|* 3fC tffC *|C 5(» 5fC 3fC 

Morning dawned, with all its glories ; 
Birds, fresh startled from their slumbers 
On the huge trees by the creek side, 
Sang aloud their joyful matins ; 
And, the sun came slowly stealing 
From the eastern horizon. 
Tinging all the face of nature 
With a smile of rarest radiance ! . 
Then the Wiypaba Wamba young men. 
By direction of their chieftain. 
Started forth in search of Koorang, 
To the verdant mountain gullies ; 
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"For," said he, " this youthful stranger, 
Whilst he makes his stay among us, 
Must' be feasted with the dainties 
That our mountain home can furnish." 
And, the Lierah's— save Lubrina— . 
Gathered firewood for the ovens. 
Where the Eoorang would be roasted 
That the young men went in search of. 

She sat, patiently awaiting 
'Till the stranger from his slumbers 
Should awake, to give him greeting 
And present to him the Toker 
That contained his mountain breakfast ; 
While around the chieftain's camp fire 
Sat the fathers of the people. 
Telling stories of their boyhood; 
With grave faces^ to each other. 
Meanwjxile, Wichimarmbul wakings 
From his rest, beheld Lubrina 
Waiting for his earliest movement ; 
And she, smiUng, placed before him 
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Food, and said, " My stranger brother, 
Have your slumbers been refreshing ?*' . 

" Maiden,'' answered Wichimarmbul— 
As he cracked his thumbs, the custom 
Of Keelangie when awaking— 
'* That my sleep has been r^reshing. 
From its. soundness may be augured. 
And, I fear me much thy kindred 
Will consider me. a sluggard, 
Seeing such a height of sun has 
Caught me wjrapt in idle slumber." 

** Oh ! but men thou wert aweary. 
From .your long and lonely travel," 
Said the beautiful Lubrina. 
^ ** True, oh, maiden, I was weary, 
And I need not blush to tell it ; 
For six days of lonely travel. 
And six nights of weary watching, 
Lest the Warragle Keelangie 
Sl^gl^d attack me in my slumbers, 
I^HJpise enough, I fancy, 
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Far a little extra dosing. 

Bttt the joung men of thy kindred. 

Where away have they departed ?'* 

Smiled the maiden at his wonder, 
And replied : " to hunt the Koorang 
Where the grass wsyes long and verdant 
To the wind's melodious whispers; 
And the Lierah's gather firewood ; 
And the fathers—see them yonder 
Chatting gravely by the camp fire : 
When thy morning meal is ended 
Thou canst join their solemn circle. 
And impart to them the gossip 
Of thy distant native valley." 

" Nay, but, maiden, it were better, 
More accordant with my feelings. 
Here to sit and hear thee speaking. 
Old men's talk at best is* tiresome. 
Making weariness more weary; 
Whilst, Lubrina, in thy presence 
I forget what IVe encountered 



# 
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!n my long and lonely travel ; 
?or I feel thine eyes of hazel 
Save a charm, as sweet, as potent! 
^nd, what time I quit thy conver^ 
Lt will be— nay, start not, maiden. 
For my tongue my heart is speakings 
But to ask thy sire*s permission 
To make thee my own Murtahmin. 
Twas such hope alone, sweet maiden, 
That induced my acquiescence 
To the fathers of my people. 
When they hither me deputed ; 
For the rumour of thy beauty 
S4I thy goodness, had been whispered 
[n my greedy ears so frequent. 
That my heart said, * Wichimarmbul, 
3h6 of whom you hear such praises, 
[s by fate, ordained your helpmate/ *' 
Paused he, and the maid responded 
[n a voice all sadness burdened. 
* Let not, strapgdlbith, such fancier 



'♦' 
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1 

Exercise their charms deceptive^ 
Lest they bear the fruit of sorrow ; 
For my sire hath long betrothed me 
To the son o^ne Unurmul ; 
And *tis not for chieftain's daughter^ 
To dispute her father's wishes : 
Speak not then to him such story, 
Lest his sleeping ire you kindle. 
Which, alas ! I know terrific* 
Is, as lightning's dazzling spirit.'* 

**But," said Wichimarmbul, " dost thou 
Love this son of old Unurmul ? 
I have heard my people speaking 
Of a son of his, Tinjumin-^" • 4Br' 

" Tis the same," replied Lubrina. 

« Woe then, maiden I for thy future, 
If to him you are united ; 
For the old men of my people 
Say that nature groaned and shuddered 
That same hour that he came gasping 
From the womb-*a green aUj^n p 
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^es he has, tliat from each o^her 

vex seem incH^d to wander : 

Qe leg's thin as Lierah's yam stick, 

ae arm's shrivelPd pnd distorted, 

id, his cruel heart devises 

othing but malignant evil. 

hen the thunder pepis the loudest, 

id the frantic lightning hisses 

brough the woods ; tongues ^; he wanders 

:om the camp and holds his converse 

ith the demons of the tempest. 

id, whatever, on returning, 

eets the glitter of his eyeball?-^ 

* 

3 it man, or beast, or reptile, 
3 it shrub, or gentle floweret— 
raightway from that moment withers, 
ives already has he wedded— ^ 

ive thy darling self, as lovely 
s Keelangie ever looked on — 
at within his curst embraces, 
)on their eyes lose all their lustre, 
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And their round and fair proportions 
Shrivel up like sun-dried QuanApgs. 

Such Lubrina, is Tinjurnin— 
Such the son of old Unurmul— 
Such the man thy sire's selected, 
As you say, to claim his daughter ! 
Say, then, wilt thou be submissive 
To thy father's will, forseeing 
Years of long and lingering misery— 
Misery worse than death a thousand 
Times, tho' stained with darkest horrors ! 
Better let me seek thy father- 
Eloquence will not b» wanting— 
To dissuade him from his purpose. 
Dost thou grant me this permission ?" 

Silent, long the youthfiu maiden 
Sat, whilst tears her breast were sprinkling : 
Whence their origin ? 'Twas nature, 
Grateful for a kindness tendered. 
To dispel forboding darkness ; 
For, tho' seemingly submissive, 
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To her father's will, abhorence 
Thrilled her heart, at morn and even^ 
Of the Coolie he had chosen— 

" Stranger youth," at last she whispered, 
** Ere thy form had cast a shadow 
On the green 9ward of these mountains 
Was my heart to thee united ; 
For, tho' oft my dreams were troublous 
Since my sire with old Unurmul 
Made this compact of betrothment, 

i 

Oft, amidst their darkest horrorS) 
I beheld a smile that cheered me 
With a hope of timely succor, 
{Ire the day would have a being 
That Tinjumin claimed his victim. 

" Yester e*en when first I saw thee 
Throbbed my heart with such a pleasure 
As it ne*er before experienced ; 
Bat when thou thy ijame discovered, 
And I saw thy smile, like sunshine, 
Steal across thy brow, my bosom 
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With delight grew nearly frantic ! 
'Twas so like that smile familiar 
That had silvered sorrow's sadnes s 
In my hours of troublous dreaming J , 

That I loath this man, selected 
By my sire, is truth as patent 
As that yonder sun is shining 
By the help of man unaided : 
But ah ! me"— and here her tears fell 
Fast, and scalding on her bosom, 
Where they seemed to leave the impress 
Of so many bitter blisters— . 
*' What can maiden do but yield to 
Fate's decree, 'tho' woe portending?" 

" Do," replied the youthful stranger, 
"If 'twas fate thou hadst to deal with. 
Far 'twould from me be to offer 
Empty words to controvert it. 
But, it seems to me this compact^ 
*Tween your sire and old Unurmul — 
Has no more to do with fate than 
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1 have with yon rock's formation : 
H*i8t thou tried thy tears ? If aught will 
Move the heart of man, 'tis surely 
Silent tears of suffering woman." 

"These I've tried, andfailed." "Then hast thou 
None to advocate thy cause, with 
Eloquence, aroused by sense of 
Justice, being crushed and trampled ?" 

" Such Fve had,'* replied Lubrina, 
" But their labors have been fruitless." 

" One thing there is yet remaining 
Wherewith woe may be averted," — 
Wichimarmbul said, and paused, to 
Maris the gleam of joy, that flitted 
O'er her face, like happy moonlight, ^ 

Stealing out between the edges 
Of two sister clouds, to gambol 
For a moment o'er the surface 
Of some wood-surrounded water — 
** This it is : To-night, when frolic 
Charms, with smiles intoxicating, 
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All thy people ; then, unnoticed, 
Thou canst steul to yonder thicket. 
Or, perhaps it will be better— 
And give less cause for suspician^— 
Plead some triHing kind of illness. 
As excuse, for thy withdrawal 
From the scene of mirth and dancing. 
With thy father and the old men 
I will hold such wondrous converse 
As will set their thoughts a wand 'ring 
Far from hence ; then, sleep pretending, 
I will hither come, and gather 
Up my things — not over cumbrous,— 
When rU join thee by the thicket: 
Swmly then we'll hie us forward 
Towards the resting plice of Nowie*— 
Towards the valley of my pedpl-e. 
Ere our absence is detected ,^ 
We can be far hence, Lubrina^ 
Past the likelihood of capture ; 
And, when once we reach the vr Ifey 
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Of my people, we can laugh at 

All the anger of thy kindred. 

And the threats of wierd Tinjurnin. 

Happy then well live together : 

All my thoughts will be to please thee ; 

All I ask, that thou wilt love me ! 

Say, my sweetest ! wilt thou follow 

This advice, and fly the horror 

Of Tinjurnin's curst embraces?" 

Not a word escaped the maiden ; 
For such joy ipticipated 
Was too great for words to utter ; * 
But her gentle smile spake ten times 
More than tongue could do between the 
Bising of the sun and setting. 
"Then, with looks of mutual fondness W^ 

And of confidence impli<;it, 
They arose. She, where the Lierhas 
Gathered firewood, bent her footsteps : 
He, to where the old grey-bearded 

Fathers held their morning converse. 

^ ******* 
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Softly fell the robo»of even, 
Like a gorgeous crimson drop scene. 
Traced of delicate hand and cunning : 
Came the birds again, and made the 
Creek side vocal with their music ; 
And a gentle wind was breathing 
Through the branches where they perched the 
As if sent to rock them softly 
Into slumber— thence to dream-land ! 

Lierhas sat beside the ovens, 
Sniffing up the fragrant odours «^ 
That arose from roasting Koorang. 
Youthful hunters grouped together, 
Telling gaily to each other 
All^e mishaps and successes 
ThoWiad frowned or smiled upon them, 
In the interval between the 
Sun's appearing and departing. 
Whilst the fathers of the people, 
With the stranger Whichimarmbul, 
Were in converse deep, the subject 
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Being matters that related 

To the deaths, and many changes^ 

That the hand of time had fashioned 

Since the Wamba Wamba people 

Had the honor of a visit 

Of a messenger deputed 

By the Litchie Litchie fathers. 

Gifted minstrels sat together, 
Basy "with a short rehearsal 
Of the spirit-siirring dance song, 
That from them would be demanded 
By the young men and the maidens, 
When the feast — now fast preparing— ' 
Noble feast of roasted Koorang— * 
Would be by the people end^d. 

From the cloudless blue Terrilli 
Came the stars— the twinkling Toortie — 
Twinkling with that kind of lustre 
That from foreseen joy arises ; 



For they knew the Wamba Wamba 
People, old men, youths and maidens. 



• 
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Would disport themselves beneath their 
Smiles, to glid the youthful stranger 
That liad come to them from far land. 

Peeped the moon among the blanches 
Of tlie trees that grev so lofty 
On tlie summit of the mountains 
To the eastward, when the Lierahs, 
In a sort of chanted chorus, 
Woke the silence of* the forest ; 
" Gather round," they said, " ye ol I men, 
Gather round ; young men and maidens, 
Giither round ; ye gifted minstrel.^. 
With you bring the youthful stranger, 
Wlio has come.to us from far liud ; 
One and all around us gather, 
For Ihe savoury feast IS ready." 
Then tlie Wamba Wamba Chieftain 
Placed beside him Wichimarmbul, 
Sharing with him nil the choicest 
P»#tiQ^^f the ro:isted Koorang, 
And tl^H?au:iful Lubrina 



THE ACCUBSED EDDY. 37 

Fetched a Cooliman of water 

From the creek, and placed between them . 

Then her sire said :— " My Munkioo— 

Only one of all the children 

That thy mother bore unto me— 

Tbat is left to glad my ( Id age 

With your smiles and gladsome presence, 

As the day is fast approaching 

When thou wilt no longer glad me 

With thy merry voice and laughter, 

When my dimming eyes will miss thee, 

In the bands of blithsome maidens,— 

Sit beside us, sweet Lubrina ; 

Let me doting look upon thee. 

Best of Wamba Wumba daughters; 

Share with us these dainty morsels. 

Drink with us thia welcome water, 

Thjt thy kindly hands have brought uft 

From the stream, so cool and crystiil/* 

Sat the maiden ; and her father 
Thus continued to the stranger— 
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To the youthful Wichimarmbul— . 
Whilst Lubrino, like the waters 
Of a moon-lit lake, was blushing. 

" Hast thou seen, 'mongst all the daughters 
Of the tribes that near thy people 
Have their dwelling — such perfection, 
Such inimitable beauty— 
And such love engendering graces, 
As you see in my Munkioo, 
Only child now left unto me ?" 
" Never," nodded Wichimarmbul, 
Whilst his breast within him echoed, 
Doubly echoed, " never, never.'* 

Then the old man, pleased and flattered, 
*Gan to tell of her betrothment 
To Unurmurs son, Tinjurnin. 

Little did he dream, poor dotard I 
That each word of praise he gave her 

m. 

Was another vow recorded — 
Vow to rob him of his treasure- 
In the heart of Wichimarmbul : 
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And her heart was thfobbing, throbbing— 
Throbbing with delight and terror; 
Terror lest some look or action 
Should disclose their secret purpose ; 
And delight at being freed from 
Loathed TiDJurnin's curst embraces. 

Thus they sat, the old man praising— 
Thus they sat, the young man vowing— 
And the daughter hoping, fearing. 
Till the voices of the minstrels,* 
'Gan to blend together sweetly. 
In a strain so soft and mournful, 
That the people drew around them, 
Drew around them all unconscious. 
Twas a song of lamentation, 
For the mighty bards departed ; 
For the bards whose lays had ever 
Been the warrior's nerve in battle ; 
Been the magic of amusement. 
Been of love the perfect essence. 
To an end it came, and silence 
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Sealed the lips of all the people 
For a space ; till numerous voices — 
Voices of the young and ardent- 
Spoke their hearts* desire in this wise : 

" Sing to us, oh ! gifted minstrels, 
Sing to us the merry dance songs ; 
For our feet are warm and itching, 
With desire for dances blithsome. 
When we rest, fatigued and weary, 
Sing again youB solemn measures." 

Then the minstrels struck the measure 
Of the Poorpie dance ; and, quickly 
On the moss4ike sward elastic. 
Came the dancers ; first the young men, 
With their breasts and limbs all painted 
White and red, in bars alternate. 
And in many quaint devices ; 
Bound their wrists and round their ankles 
Bracelets of fresh leaves and anklets 
Gleamed and glistered in the firelight ; 
And each step they took was noted 
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By a soft mdodious rustle. 

Game the maidens next« with bashful 
Steps, into the dancing cirde ; 
Smiles were on their faces beaming. 
Bright as sunbeams on the sur&co 
Of the mighty lake Bab-Kaj|in, • 

And their hair, in silken tresses, 
Shining, smooth and neatly braided, 
0*er their shoulders fell, surmounted 
With a wreath of mountain creepers, • 
Green and glittering ; and an apron- 
Made from skin of Faddie Melon^ 
Fringed about its lower border. 
Gaudy with its figures mystic— 
From their girdled waists depended. 

Then began the dance in earnest, 
Then the young men and the maidens 
Wheeled, and crossed, and tm'ned, and bounded 



With such grace, and such precision, 
That the elders— men and women -^ 
Clapt their shrivelPd hands, and shouted, ' 

i 
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Shouted " Telko ! Telko ! Telko I ' 

Thus began the pleasant dances. 

Of the Wamb^ Wamba people. 

Welcoming the youthful strainer. 

To their home among the mountains. 

A.M, as dance and song succeeded^ 

Wichimarmbul and the old men 

Sat together, talking gravely : 

Much they wondered at his knowledge. 

Saying, " Where amongst our young men 

Will we find this stranger's equal ?" 

Then Lubr^a, pleading headache— 

That the mirth was aggravating— 

Bade her sire good night, and smiling 

Sidelong upon Wichimarmbul, 

Sought, or seemed to seek, her Lanyie. 

And, as dance and song succeeded, 

Wichimarmbul, to the old men, 

Said, " I fe^ my limbs aweary. 

From my unaccustomed travel ; 

« 
Prithee^ let me seek my Lanyie, 
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Where I still can lie and listen 

To the dancers' measured movements, 

To the singing of the Minstrels." * 
"Go," replied Lubrina's father, 

•*Rest, and we will please our young men 

With our presence, and approval 

Of their jovial merry-making." 
More impassioned grew the minstrels, 

More elated grew the dancers, 

More absorbed became tlic audience ; 

Nefer I ween did silent Toortie 
j Twinkle on such happy people ; 

Nejer I weendil Bok-ah-botha 
I Smilo upon sucli joy and gladness ; 
•i^ The -Mwpy dogs were so entranced. 

That the flight of W:c])imr!'inbal, 

With the beautiful T: ibrin:^., 
I 

Wa^unnotiQcd by a single 

Yelp, or growl, or whino uneasy ! 

First, they sougfit the fiionJly -irecl; LiJe : 

In the stream they walked a l«ng way. 
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Where their steps^ould tell no stones. 
Gold the water was, but love will 
Brave a deal to gain its object : 
Cold and toil, and thirst and hunger 
Cannot overcome or thwart it. 
In the stream they wallced a long way, 
'Till they came to where a dead log 
In the water laid its branches : 
By their aid they left the streamlet 
Without leaving tell-tale traces 
.On its soft and oozy margin ; 
Then away with speed they bore them, 
Towirds the resting place of Nowie, 
Towards the Litphie Litchie valley. 

Brightly shone the star of morning, 
Ere the Wambiii Wamba people 
Thought of resting from their dances. 
Thought of seeking healthful slumber : 
Wqiry were they when they Liy down - 
Weary were the gifted minstrels, 
Weary were the crowd of dancers — 
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Men SLtki youths, and wives and maidens ; 

Weary, too, the aged audience. 

Heavily upon their eylids 

Slumber sat ; and when they wakened, 

High the sun was in the heavens ; 

Short the shadows of the gum trees. 

'Bose the Wamba Wamba chieftain, 

Bubbed hi^ eyes and crack'd his thumb join ti|, 

Stroked his beard, find called his daughter 

No response he got ; and, thinking 

Slumber still was on her eyelids. 

Louder he exclaimed, *' Munkioo !" 

Still no answer : then, with irate 

Voice, he loudly called upon her. 

Vain indeed was all his shouting ! 

Many a mile was now between them. 

Many a hill and verdant gully. 

Many a creek and murmuring brooklet 

Sought he then his daughter's Lanyie, 
• • • 

Mutterring words of ireful import 

At her unaccustomed silence. 
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There he found, heaped up together. 
All her wealth, her bags, and baskets. 
Stored with many a valued present : 
But of her there was no token ; 
And her fire was out, the ashes 
Cold, and sad, and dew besprinkled ! 
Fixed the old man stood, and speechless. 
While adown his cheeks came rolling 
Bitter tears of new-born anguish ; 
Something told him, without further 
Search, that she had gone for ever, 
And, like tree that has been girded, 

■ 

There he stood, a sapless barrel. 
Without leaf, or bud, or blossom ! 

But his silent grief gave place to 
Anger, fierce as frantic lightning 
Hissing through a darksome forest. 
Followed by the big voiced thunder—^ 
A : these words apon his ears fell, 
tJM :r J by a young enquft'er— 

" Whither can the youthful stranger 
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Have betaken him so early ?' 

" Fled for sure," responded others, 

** For his fire is out; the ashes • 

Cold, and sad, all^ dew hesprinlilcd ; 

• 

And his spears no longer tremble 
To the breeze beside his Lanyie." 

" Let us find his tracks and follow," 
Quoth another of the people ; 
** Fleet his steps may be, but fleeter 
Are the footsteps of the warriors 
Of Ihe Wamba Wamba boople." 

" Search,'* exclaimed Lubrina's father ; 
** Seai'ch, and let not food- be tasted. 
Till you fetch to me the Ka|;jnook 
Of the sneak, and midnight robber ; 
Cursed let him be fu#evcr ! 
May ill luck his footsteps follow. 
May the evil Pudgill-Pudgill 
Eat into the bone and wither 
Up his*fiesh, should he escape you ; 
Thus to treat our kiudly welcouie^ 
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With our only child's abduction ! , 
Search, and let not food be tasted 
Till you bring to me his Kahnook ; 
Let me, gloating, watch it bla2yi^g 
On the coals beside my Lanyie." 

Searched they all day, diligently 
For his tracks, but failed to trace them 
Further than the murmuring creek side ; 
There they baffled even the keenest 
Eyesight, for the friendly water , 
Washed the creek bed, smooth and sandy 
And no trace of Wichimarrabul, 
Or the beautiful Lubrina, 
Could the keenest ejje discover. 

Searched they all day diligently ; 
Every eye was strained to r#ness. 
And the sun was slowly sinking. 
Sinking on a baffled people ; 
Up and down the creek they wandered, 
Every blade of grass down bended 
Was detected and examined ; 
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9 StilLin vain^ and hope was dyings 
When a warrior's eje discovered 
One faint footmark near the old log 
Where they left the stream, another 
Soon he found, and then another 2 
Liustily tbi woodlands echoed 
With the news, and round him gathered 
AlltheWamha Wamba people. 
Step by step) they traced the footsteps % 

Of the young man and the maiden*^ 
Step by atop a mile or better ; 
But the waning light prevented 
Further search until the tnorrow. 

Out then spake Lubrlna*s father^ 
Livid grew his lips while speaking, 
Crunched his very teeth with anger : 

♦* When the morrow's light comes leaping^ 
Prom its oamp behind the mountain, 
Let the fleetest footed warriors 
Trace these steps unto their issue, ^ . 
To the feet accurst that made them ; 
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Spare him not when you overtake them : 
In his sneaking heart perfidious, 
Plunge your spears, until his life blood 
Flows upon the earth like water ! 
Leave his carcase to the wild dog, 
To the Birrvvie and the Wangle. * 

Only bring to me his Kahnook ; 
Let me, gloating, watch it blazing, 
OnAredcoalsofmyLanyie. 
For my daughter, never heed her— 
*Tho' she plead for him— but hither 
Fetch her, bound with cords, a captive. 
I will give to her such guerdon 
As I deem her actions merit : 
Thus I've spoken." And returning 
To his camp, he left the young men 
Making ready for the morrow— 
For the furtherance of the mandate 
Of the Wamba Wamba chieftain. 

Long thatpight was to the young men : 
Never was the star of morning 
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By thei#8leeples3 eyes so looljcd for : 
How unlike the night preceding, 
When each heart with rapture bounded- 
Bounded to the dance song lightsome ! 
But the longest night has ending— 
As the darkest cloud has sunshine—* 

■ 

And a streak of dawn began to 
Smile upon the mountain tree tops. 
In its mid^t the morniog star cam« 
Bright and glorious from his slumbers ; 
And tae birds with merry voices, 
Filled the wood with song and laughter. 
Then the swift of foot did gather 
Up their spears •and weapons warlike, 
Sought the track o^Vichimarmbul 
And the beautiful Lubrina, 
Found upon the night preceding ; ^ 
Then away they sped, as eager 
As upon the trail of Koorang, 
Wounded by theliraber Tchyrel, 
Speeds the lean and hungry wild dog. 



i 
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Need I tell their toilsome travel • 
Through tlae woodlands, old and sotnbre«-« 
Over mountains Iftgh and rugged- 
Over gullies dark and scrubby*— 
Over deep ravines and rivere-r? 
Over grassy plains they knew not? 
Or how they relieved each other. 
In the painful task of tracking? 
How at night they scarcely slumbered ? 
How for three long days they fasted, 
As they traced the tell-tale footsteps 
Of the youthful Wi<Shimarmbul » 
And the beautiful Lubrina ; 
Growing plainer, clearer, fre^ei', 
Every step that they proceeded ? 

Need I weary you by telling 
How t^l^youthful Wichimarmbul 
And the beautiful Lubrina 
Fared, as steadily they traversed 
Over mountain, plain, and meadow. 
Towards the resting place of Nowie, 



• 
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Towards the Litchie Litchie valley. 
How he dug for her the Murnong, 
How he plucked for her the Weenmal, 
How he speared for her the Tappie, 
How he madi^Plr her a breakwind. 
When the darkness gathered round them. 
How he watched her while she slumbered^ 
Watched, and never grew aweary ? 

It was noon day, cold and cloudy. 
When the fond and youthful couple 
Ca9ie to old Millooie*s waters ; 
And a ray of happy sunshine 
For a moment kissed the river 
As if sent to bid a welcome 
To the youthful Wichimarmbul, 
And the beautiful Lubrina ; 
And they sat beside its margin. 
By yon eddy in the water 
That you noticed in our rambles. 
And he said, " At last, Lubrina, 
We have reached my native valley, 

F 
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Here well rest tis for a little^ 
For I know that thou art weary. 

By and by, as evening closes, 
We will wend us on our journeji 
Which, at yonder belt of pine trg^ 
Where you see the smoke ascending, 
Has its happy termination/' 
Then he made a fire of drift wood. 
By the margin of the river. 
Underneath the bank, for shelter 
For his beautiful Lubrina. 

Then he dived into the river, 
Down beneath the silent water, 
In yon eddy that you noticed, 
Where the delicate Lip-lip-Kill 
Liked to feed, in days departed ; 
And, returning, brought triumphant 
In each hand a prickly cray-fish, 
Such as she had never witnessed 
In her home among the mountains. 
These, upoa the fire of drift wood. 
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¥or a mid-day meal were roasted. 

lilttle dreamt they, happy couple ! 
As they loving sat together, 
Gazing in each others fond eyes> 
'That that rest they were enjoying 
Was an hour of earthly pleasure^ 
Never more to be repeated ! 

Little dreamt they that the warriors 
Of the Wamba Wamba people, 
Savage with their lengthened fasting, 
Were so close upon their footsteps- 
Were e'en now within a spear's throw ! 

Who can tell Lubrina's horror, 
When she saw her warlike kindred? 
Who can tell how Wichimarmbul 
Glared upon his stalwart foemen ? 
Who can tell how they, a moment. 
Scowled upon their fated victim ? . 

Fierce and savage was the onslaught, 
Of the Wamba Wamba warriors I 

Firm and glorious the defence was 
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Of the youthful Wichimarmbul ! 

Twas no common cause he fought for ; 

Twas for life, and what was deiarer^ 

'Twas for beautiful Lubriua! 

On his Jieliman of oakwood 

Many a deadly spear was shattered; 

Never did the Wamba Wamba 

Warriors meet with such opponent. 

"He is charmed," cried one, "for certain^ 
Spears will never overcome him ; 
Let us hand to hand attack him 
With our Leeawells of Buloite." 

Not another word he uttered. 
For a spear from Wichimarmbul, 
To his heart went deadly whistling ! 

Paralyzed a moment, stood they 
At the sight, then, yelling fiercely. 
Hushed they on their brave opponent. 
Standing by the river's margin; 
Rushed they, like a very whirlwind! 
Dire the struggle -then and dreadful--* 
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Nobly battled Wichimarmbul. 
Every blow he gave, was answered 
f JBy a groan of dying madness ! 

But, ah! me, what hand of mortal, 
Unassisted and unaided, 
Can expect to cope with numbers 
Merciless, and overwhelming ? 

Slipped the foot of Wichimarmbul, 
As he dealt a blow, and straightway 
On his head a brace of war clubs 
Fell with such a force as stunned him. 
Then a coward raised a Patchick, 
Struck him full upon the forehead, 
Lieft a hideous gash, and mortal. 

Backward reeled the wounded warrior, 
Backward to the eddy's margin, 
Backward fell into the river, 
Down beneath the silent water ! 

During this unequal conflict 
Had the beautiful Lubrina 
Terror stricken sat, and speechless. 
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But, when she beheld her lover 
Fall into the whirling eddy, 
Down beneath the silent water, 
Then a fearful shriek escaped her : 
Then she seized a shattered spear point, 
Jobbed it in her tender bosom ! 
Plunged into the whirling eddy. 
Plunged into the silent water. 
As in life they loved each other, 
So in death they slept together ! 

Thus the Wamba Wamba warriors, 
By Millooie's silent water 
Of their foul intent were cheated. 
Thus they lost their victim's Kahnook. 
Thus they lost their chieftain's daughter, 
Young and beautiful Lubrina, 

Thus, too, was that whirling eddy, 
TljKit you noticed in our rambles. 
Cursed for ever, and for ever, 
With the blood of two such fond hearts ; 
So that none of all our people 
Ever wet ^heirlips ancai it. 



J^YARABIN'S DREAM. 



The mighty Wakey Wakey King, was sleeping in 

bis camp, 
But his brow was covered over with unearthly 

drops of damp ; 
And thick and short— uncertain like— his respir- 
ation came^ 
As the indecisive flickering of a dying candle's 

flame. 
He crunched bis teeth, and clenched his hands, 

and frowned like one in ire ;' 
{Iil^|Mnse lay wondering by his side, and waning 

^wR the fire. 
All suddenly ! this mighty King uprose him from 

the ground 
Jknd sat upon bis haunches, looking cautiously 



% 
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He bent his thumbs within his palms ; no sound 

from them he got ; 
And "hah!" he cried, " there's danger near, of 

which we do not wot.*' 
His kinsmen all— and subjects true— were startled 

by his words, 
And they cast their drowsiness away, like tiny 

trembling birds 
When they hear the shrill discordant screams 

of Birrwie soaring by, 
Whom they know, by natural instinct, as their 

deadly enemy. 
Anl they looked^all questioning— in the face of 

mighty Nyarabin, 
Who returned the gaza with kindly pride, before 

he would begin. 
To tell what ia his bosom swelled-^lil^^ean 

when the wind 
Has hushed into a murmur of the rolling waves 

behind. 
f( My couny|ttAn and kinsmen all,'* at last the 

King raPfcy, 



ft 
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As he stroked jbiBardT-sp mueb reyered by youthful 

ones and gay— 
" A 4reai]i of^adAcas I have had, so aingulariy ft 11, 
I almost fear I want the power^ the same with 

truth to t^ll : 
For oh ! my words are far too weak to picture such 

a ^ght> 
As I have been a witness to, the last watch of the 

night. 
I dreamt a lurking 'Litchie'— few with ^eapons 

sharp and keen->« 
Were planted in yon xqed bed ; there was plunder 

in their mien ; 
And one .of them-^here youthful chief— the 

snake-eyed Yoyanding, 
The grandson of great Gooniwar, that old and 

dreaded King, 
H|td come, intent to steajl away my daughter, 

young and fair— 
The matchless Paminammoo, with the long and 

flowing hair. 



I saw him go> with stealthy step9> to T^here the 

darling lay^ 
I Baw him ga^d with raptare, too, and wipe the 

drops away, 
That grew upon his youthful brow ; these signs 

that ever be 
Produced by inward thoughts of fear, or deep 

anjdety! 
Bhe lay unconscious as the dead ; a smile was on 

her face, 
Like the laugh that lights the water from a 

cloudlet*s parted span ,* • 
Me though 1 1 saw her gentle lip upcurl in playful leer: 
Oh 1 such a look had never been had she beheld 

the spear 
That quivered in the nerveful hand of youthfid 

Yoyanding ; . 
*T was long and barbed^ of Mitcheroo— a deadly- 
looking thing ! 
He cast upon her sleeping form a hurried glance, 

>and then 
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He turned his fascinating gaze upon our warlike 

men; 

Tbe very dogs crouched down in fear, and 

• " trembled in their dread , 

like the spirit that is hovering 'twe< 

living and the dead ! 
« 
Short time he paused ; for well he knew the day 

was drawing near. 
And much he feared the vengeance of the Wakey 

Wakey spear : 
So round her head he flung his cloak, to stifle 

all her cries, 
And cast his brawny arms around his helpless 



iMlr prize ; 



TheSyflK as bounding kangaroo, he carried her 

away- 
Exulting like a Birrwie o'er its terror-g^pcken prey. 
This is the dream that startled me so suddenly 

from sleep. 
Think ye there's any truth in dreams that on 

our slumbers creep ?" 



.«; 
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They gazod in muteness each on each; prophetic 

men were there, 
Whose hoary crested brows were marked with 

lines of thought and care, 

#80 prophecies had ever been things not to 
be denied, 
Bince they their mighty faculties to mysteries 

applied : 
And learned doctors of the tribe, conversant with 

the stars. 
And all their movements, too, were there, as well 

as sons of Mars, 
Who dreaded not the " Boomirang,'* the 

"Leeawell," or spear, :j|^ 

When the war cry flitted—phantom l!lK4hrough 

forests far and near. 
They gaaed in muteness, each on eccch iawhile, 

till old Ngarow 
Stoqd up and passed his shrivelled hand across 

his lofty brow ; 
And thus he spake*— in accents hoarse-^because 

of ege extreme :•• 
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Friend Nyarabin, I must allow you've had a 

troublous dream. 
And, since I know that Yoyanding no Lierah yet 

has won. 
Perhaps it may be true indeed that he this thing 

hath done. 
Go to your daughter's camp, and see if still she 

sleepeth there. 
If not, then let the warriors for hot pursuit prepare. 
My age is great, my hair is grey, my sight begins 

to fail. 
But the twitching of my muscles say I'll hear a 

father's wail." 

He ended, and he sat him down : then up rose 

Nyarabin, 
And went unto the camp where lay last night the 

youthful Gin. 
Its fire was out ; the ashes cold ; and Mocre- 

mocres lay 
Confusedly ; some here— some there ; their owner 

was away ! 
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He soon returned, and sat him down: a frown 
^Yas on his brow. 



'' What news of Paminammoo ?" asked the old 
grey beard, Ngarow : 

*' Slill sleepeth she, or is she borne away a cap- 
tive thing 

Dy thy dream portrayed marauder— the snake- 
eyed Yoyanding ?" 

*" Cfo seek for dew at midday," King Nyarabin 

rcpUed ; 
" Go cast your nets for Munjie on the sand 

plain, parched and dried ; 
Go look for fleet-foot Emu on the Gunbower's 

rippled breast. 
And in 'the heart of hollow reed discover Willoo's 

nest; 
And then perchance you'll find the maid still 

locked in sweetest sleep. 
Oh ! woe is me ! my kindred ! Weep, gontlo 

matrons, weep !" 
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He could no more : the briny tears came trickling 
down his nose. ^ 

And, on the whispering morning breeze this 
warlike strain arose : 

" Oh, Where's Paminammoo — our rarest of 
daughters, 
That smiled like the moon when the clouds 
roll away ? 
Strays she alone by her own native waters 

To welcome the ^rst beaming'blushof the day ? 
Oh ! no, the reft heart of her father hath spoken 
That robbers have plundered his camp of his 
gem ; 
And our faith with that false hearted tribe must 
be broken. 
The braaphes bo lopped from its over grown 
seem ! ^ 

Awake ! gallant warriors ; bind on your armour ; 
For such is your right ; 'twill defend you in 
need : * 
Away on their footsteps before they can harm iicr : 



• 
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There's death in delaying; speed, warriors 
6pee(^ 

Strike the swift spear in their hearts so perfidious, 
Bary the Leeawell deep in their skulls. 

Stealing a daughter !— an action so hideous- 
Bonds of true friendship for ever annuls." 

It ended— and each heart was steeled 
Against the thieves — to take the field 
Atid make them up their captive yield. 
The morning broke; the eastern sky 
Was tinged with brightest radiancy; 
And soon the sun in glory shone 
That camp of desolation on. 
And there lay Nyarabin their King, 
A sorrowful and helpless thing. 
Alas ! it was but yesternight ^ 

His soul was ^fy, his heart was light. 
His tongue with wit and humor pliyed 
To please his darling little maid : 
But now his heart is cold and void, 
Bereft of what it mostly joyed 
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To look upon at morn and eve. 

What solace can such one receive ? 

Bereavement ! oh ! that feai*ful word will 

The heart's blood of the coldest curdle, ^ 

And cloud the brow, and curb the smile 

That gleamed athwiut the face ere while ; 

And in the soul, where joy has dwelt. 

The throb of sadness will be felt ; 

And in the eye that beamed with light. 

Will be observed a withered blight. •« 

He who life's dream e'er retrospects 
Must oft rocal its sad effects. 
And, mouiTiing, sigh, for tlmpe whom death 
Has withered with his vampire breath, 
While wai'm tears welling from the eyes 
Bedew the cheeks' impurities. 
And thug with Nyarabin ; that chief 
Felt in his soul a quenchless grief. 

His heart, that ne'er was known to cower 

To foeman's wrath, or foeman's power, 
Was steeped in anguish past relief ; 
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Plis eye that ne'er was known to shun 
The glance of foe, or noon-day sun, 
Was lustreless ; his nerveful hand, 
^at could the boomerang command 
The best of all throughout the land, 
Hung powerless. Oh ! 'twas sid to see 
A being so cast down as he ! 
Mute, mute he lay, no part he took 
With ordVing word, or sign, or look 
In all the preparations made 
By those who pledged, themselves to wad. 
Through blood, if need, to free fnom ill 
The maid, wbMe smile w^as wont to fill 
Each gaz3r*s heart with pleasure, sweet 
As souls long sundered when they meet 
In 1 leaven's pure realms enjoy : to him 
The whole was still the same sad dream. 
" ]\ry child, ray child," was all his moan, 
Uttered in^uch a dismal tone 
As woul i have melted heart of stone. 
At last the warriors, young and brave. 
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A blessing from his kingship crave. 

'Tis giveiv and filled with rightful vnath, 

They seek the robbers' secret path. Mt 

*Twould be too long their toils to tell 

'Tho' many a peril them befel 

While hastening tl) rough a hostile strath, 

Where foes like leafets strewed the path — 

Whose hands, inured to deeds unfair, 

■ W'ould slay those few for travelling there, 
And burn their kidney fat, to please • 
The nostrils of some friend's manes I 
With patient eye they trace the track 
That yoyanding had followed back 
Elated with success, 

Who oft 
Had tried, with language kind and soft, 

• His lovely captive's heart to gain : 
But she was deaf to everything 
That spoken was by Yoyanding. 
She only gazed on )^m with pain, 
"iVhile tears of terror coursed their way 



7^ ntababin's bbeam. 

Adown her burnished cheeks, and lay 
Upon her breast like tears of hetven 
jf| Upon the folded flowers of even ; 
And, though a captive to this chief. 
He had not power to curb her grief; 
He could not keep her tears from flowing; 
He could not stay her hate from growing ; 
He could not still her bosom's throbs, 
Nor yet her young heart*s bursting sobs : 
Fbr the oppressor's stern control 
Is mocked at by the captive soul ! 
The sun had set, a fiery cloud 
Hung o*er it like a blood-stained shroud. 
The evening star just kissed the trees 
That bent before the passing breeze ; 
The laughing birds' last note had died 
And left the world a seeming void ! 
That glorious sun no more will rise 
To greet Yoyanding's hazel eyes ; 
That liquid evening s||r no more 
Will gleam his fragile Lanyie o'er ; 
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That laughing hird*s wild notes will ne'er 
Awake an echo in his ear. 
^Ks star will he— that shone awhile- 
Quenched in the blood of midnight broil ; 
His heart, that scorns the name of fear, 
Wilt be a bed for barbed spear : 
His arm that mocks a foeman*s threat 
Willlithless hang beside him yet. 

What light rrthat that glimmers in the wood ? 

Is it a star from holy heaven descended 
To glad the spirits of the solitude' 

Where dreary darkness is with stillness blended ? ' 
Do hamadryads, in their gamesome mood, 

Dance round its brilliant silvety rays, attended 
By elphin spirits, to spend the. summer's night 
In scenes of revelry and sweet delight? 
Or doth some lonely traveller, worn and weary. 

Pass the still hours in soft and balmy sleep 
Beside its glare— all sparkling in so dreary 

Ai\d dark a spot? where visions well might 
creep 
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Throughout the vasty space of mind in airy 

And touchless forms ? oh ! life can never reap 
The fields beheld in slumber ; for they die .A 
Soon as reality re-opes the eye. 

Oh ! no : that fire is Yoyanding's ; 
Its fitful flash his foemen brings 
Swift as the swoop of eagles' wings. 
They've seen its glimmering from a^r 
And kept it as a guiding s:ar ; 
For so they deemed it first : but now 
Kevenge is stamped on every brow : 
For Wvjll they know 'tis Yoyanding's. 
And, hark ! he to his captive sings: 

" Wherefore weep, my captive bird ? 

Tears avail thee nought. 
Oh ! cease to let thy heart be stirred 

By griefs distracting thought. 
And smile as thou wert wuiit to do 
Like floweret glistening in t}ie dew. 

Tho' I tore thee from thy fric-nds, 
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When beamed the glorious host 
Of heaven, I vow to make amends 

For all that thou hast lost. 
And give thee friends and kin anew 
With hearts as warm, as fond and true^ 

For thee I left my kindred's home, 
And braved the Buckeen's spear. 

For thee TO earth's extreme I'd roam. 
Nor deem the labor dear ! 

Then, darling, give one smile to me ; 

For oh ! my soul is knit to thee. 

Thy father's people long have been 

At enmity with mine ; 
But now thou'lt be my people's queen, 

And I a friend to thine. 
Thus fate works out her glorious ends, 
By turning foemen into friends." 

The echoes warb^ through the wood, 
And scared the gfidess solitude ; 

But filled the^akey Wakey few 
With anger deep, as heaven is high ; 
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Still, as it in intenseness grew, 
*Twas mingled with a savage joy. 

To think their toil was nearly passed— 

Their purpose nearly gained at last- 
That they would have, e*er morn could sprii 

The kidney fat of Yoyanding. 

And, cautiously the camp they near, 

With quivering and ready spear, ' 

And eye their victim, lying there — 

But not beside his captured fair. 

For he^though dark in form— had still 

The power to curb his truant will, 

Had power to quell each sinful thought. 

That rises in the breast unsought, 

itfore like a careful watch he seemed. 
That guards a rich and valued treasure. 

Than callous-hearted tyrant, deemed 

To gloat o'er captive's grief with pleasure. 

Would that the Wakey ^key men, 

Had been of such opini^Phen ! 

t- ^ * ^ ^ ■ ^ * 
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A spear the space has whistled through 

That parts pursuers and pursued, 
And some of death's remorsless erew 

Sat on its point of Myal wood: 
It was no novice sent the same— 
'Twas no* false eye that took the aim-- 
For swift, as fulling star, it fell, 
And did its dreadful work, too well. 
And now Yoyanding lies alo^, 
His foemen and his captive gone ; 
They heeded not the sigh that bore 

His spirit from this earth away : 
Their hearts were hardened to the core. 

And thought of nothing but to slay. 
Ah ! me, it is a dismal sight 
To see a fellow's soul take flight 
Even in the natural course of things 
When age has drained from life its springs^ 
To that mysterious beyond. 
Whose mention makes the best despoQd« 
But, when that youth is at its height, 
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And hopes are high, and dreams are lirighti 

And the warm pulses throb with joy , 

And everything that meets the eye 

Is tinged with ^ovei or pleasure's tints, 

'Tis then, that death^s dark work imprints 

A horror on the human mindj 

Unspeakable and undefined. 

Alone the hapless hero lies. 

And passed £lfc all his agonies ; 

And from his wounds the warm blood steals ; 

^And as it pools upon the {^ss 
How soon it curdles, and congeals— 

Smooth as a pane of painted glass t 
Soon will the glorious morrow break- 
But he will never more awake ; 
i^or oh ! his eyes, that beamed with lightu 
Are closed in everlasting night. 
Long may his mourning kindred weep 
l^or him— their chief— -that now doth sleep 
That sleep from which we ne*er return* 

The Li^rabsi of his tribe may bam 
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¥heir limbs with fire, and howl for him 
.o^ild unheeded requiem. 

* 9ic >|e :K * « )ie 

!rhe sun is sinking in the western sky, 
And ibises and spoonbills thither fLj, 
The {>elieans and wild geese homeward wend 
In marshalled troops that seem to have no end ; 
The jacl^s laughs to think the day is ending 
And marks with glistening eye the sun descending; 
The wild woods echQ to the magpie's song. 
And cockatoos innumerable, throng 
P Around the branches of the limber trees 
I That sigh their vespers to the whispering breeze. 
On such an eve might plighted lovers wander 
And on the beauties of creation ponder ; 
And whisper vows into each other's ear. 
Too holy for the herd of men to hear ! 
And yon fair moon, that lifts her brow so pale. 
Delights to listen to a lover's tale ; 
And smiles to see the bashful kiss that's given 
Conjunctive with the vows up-borne to heaven. 
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From hearts where truth her sacred seal hatb 

'graven. w 

Bui yety for. all the beauties of the night. 
That lonely camp feels little of delight. 
Hushed are the voices that were wont to sing 
In softest cadence round the happy ring ; 
All healthful sport and merriment hath fled. 
And left it like a region of the dead. ^ 
And what the cause? King Nyarabin hath spoken—* 
The air, with mirth, will never more be broken 
Until some whisper tells that camp of mourning 
His warriors— with his daughter — are returning. 

The dogs 'gan barking loud and deep, 

The Woangies to their feet did leap, 

And peered into the sombre wood. 

With moveless limbs and breath subdued, 

To find what caused them thus to bark. 

*• 'Twas nothing"—*' there's a cooey !"— " hark I 

Another! — yes, and yet another I" 

" Oh ! that's from Paminammoo's brother : 

There's no despondence in the sound ; 
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It rings too merrily around." 
Old Nyarabinbath caught the tone, 
And all his recent mourning's gone. 
He lies his lovely daughter's face ; 
He clasps her in his fond embrace ; 
While pearly tears bodew his cheeks— 
That language of the soul that speaks 
When all words fail. And now again 
Mirth fills the Wakey Wakey men ; 
And to the moon^ and glorious throng 
Of stars they sing this simple song : — 
** The gloom that dimmed the brow 

And the grief that pressed the brain, 
Hath lifted from our people now 

And all ib joy again ! 
'' The sire his child has found ; 

The brother has haply freed 
A sister from the sneaking hound 

Of Litchie Litchie breed ! 
'* So, let us all unite 

In shouts of joyful swell, 
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Till yonder stars that gem the night 
Weep gladness* tears as well ! 

" And minstrels, of this day 
Will sing their loftiest staves : 

To show revenge has short delay 
With Wakey Wakey braves !" 



GLOSSARY, 

B. 
BiBmni, a description of hawk. 
BoKA-BOTHA, the moop. 
BoONQABy a kind of rush for making nets. 
BucKU^, a kind of spear. 
BuLoiTA, the bastard boxtree. 

T^Lis, husband (a mongrel word). 

GooitiMAiry a hollowed knot of a tree for hol4iog water, 

Q. 
QuKBOwsB, a lagoon. 

J. 
Jsiii]fAN,a wooden shield. 
JunuB-JiKKis, red ocre. 

K. 
Eahbook, kidney fat. 
Kbblangib, blackfellows. 
KooBAira, kangaroo. 
• I^. 

Laviib» camp. 

Lbbawbll, a kind of war club. 
l^iBBAB, women, young woman, 
LiPUP-KiLL, large cray fish. 

M^IlOO^B, the Muixay Riyer, 



64 iiL0S3AKV, 

/ 

MiTOOERoo, box tree. 
MocBE-MOOBE; a bag for oidmenta. 
MucKiF, stones. 

MUNQIE, fish. 
MuNKioo, daughter. 
MuBNONQ, an edible root. 
MvBTAHMiN, wife. 

N. 
NaoQT-NaouT, the so-called Bunyip. 
KowiE, the sun. 
Nullah-nullah, a club. 

P. 
Paddie-mblon, a kind of small Kangaroo. 
Palok, chalk, made from burnt Gypsum. 
Patchiok, stone tomahawk. 
PooBPiE, native companion. 
PuDQiLL'PUDaiLL, a loathsomo disease, 

Q. 

QuAMDONG, a kind of wild plum. 

T. 
TcHTBEL, reed spear. 
TcHTBuCK, reeds. 
Telko, good, well done. 
Tebbilli, sky. 

ToKEB; a hollow piece of bark answering for a platQt 
ToLEMN, the black duck. 
TooAN, flying squirrel. 
TooBTiE, stars. 
TuppiE, wild pigeon. 
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GLOSSARY. 

w. 

IB, crow. 

7, Boomerang. 

QLB, wild, (mongrel word). 

KAL, an edible herb, 

•WEET, small birds. 

0, oppossum. 

roiN, dog. 

h people, men. 

AH, spear heaver^ 



85 



The KANGAROOAtlEl, 



m ^HREB SPIRTS. 



IltTBODUOTION * 

t 

Who has not heard of William's Mount; 

That rises westward of Kilmore ; 
Where, as IVe heard the blacks recount, 

A desperate fight took place of yore ; 
When skulls were cracked^ full many a one 
Between the dawn and setting sun. 
*Tis there the ** Jblackbut" rears its head. 
The " strmgy barks*' their branches spread i 
The white barked gum tree dazzling shines^ 
Fit tablet for a lover's lines : 
The towering and enduring Box, 
Defiant old ^olus moclss ; 
And there, too, granite rocks appear 
With forms immense^ and frowns seyere^ 
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Xiike tomb-stones of a giant world 
That long ago from earth were hurled i 
'Tis a wonderful region as ever was seen 
!]&'en now in its old age, whate*er it has been 
In the young days of earth $ and I now mean 

to trace 
With my pen, an account of a Kangaroo chase 
(If the Muses are kind) we enjoyed near that place, 

SBIBT THE FIRST. 

The mom was fipe, and somewhat bracings 
When towards *^ Vinges* " Hosteli pacing 
Came gallant steeds— 
Of various breeds- 
Bestrode by men. with looks menacing \ 
ip'or they had vowed the night before 
To kill— before another sun 
Its constituted course tiad run-^ 
A Kangaroo> . ^ 

Or may be two— 
Borne even hinted at a score ! 
Around the appointed rendezvous 
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They gradually in numbers grew, 
'Till from a score there were but two. 
And such a sight, as off they went 
On kangaroo destruction bent, 
Kilmore ne'er witnessed; and amazed 
Its wonder-stricken plodders gazed 
And gaped as if they had been crazed. 

But, in each look of wonderment. 
Was much of admiration blent. 
And well they might admire, I ween, 
For in that mounted band were seen 
The fluttering robes, the flowing hair. 
And graceful forms of ladies fair. 
Ah ! me, what are the sports of men. 
Or even the triumphs of the pen, — 
What the bright laurel wreaths of fame* 
Or glory of a hero's name, 
Unless bright eyes approval give ? 
In point of worth they cease to live I 
But, truce to sentiment awhile. 
Away we went, mile after mile, 



THE EAXOABOOADE. ^^ 69 



• 

^^d reached at l|^yon mountain's crest ; 
When our conductor called "a rest," 
To charge our clays and breathe our nags, 
'Tor/' said he, pointing to som^P^ags, 
''As soon as these are passed, the ground 
We near where kangaroos abound." 
The girths are tightened, pipes alight. 

The dogs kept close with threatening whip. 
And all remarks now grow so trite. 

They scarcely seem to move the lip. 
The crags are passed, and every eye 
Is strained to catch the earliest show 
Of grizzled buck or flying doe. 
And hark! to that extatic cry, 

" Hurray ! my hearties ; there they go !" 
And sure as there are stars in heaven 
I see the game— some six or seven : 
Now helter skelter, whip and spur- 
Now do yout utmost, hound and cur— < 
Now keep your feet, old steeds, and fast 



Pursue : Old Harry take the last ! 

I 
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Hurray, old horse ! we*re in: I find ; 
No'er heed those coining on behind. 
Over the logs, 
9?hrough scrubs and bogs I 
We're closing ! glory to yon dogs ! 
Five yards or so is all you want — 
Quick ! make them ! or the rocks in front 

Will Oh ! my fears have come to pass. 

The game is lost : that dog's an ass ! 

** These cursed boulders, but for them 

We would have killed," said number three : 
And pluckjf little Willie said, 

"In our next spirt more luck will be." 
And thus concludes our spirt the the first— 
A splendid but a fruitless burst ! 

SPIRT THE SECOND. 

Cry back ! — ^but where are all our friends ? 

We've lost them in the hot pursuit. 
Our cooie through the forest wends. 

We wait an answer ! All is mute : 



# 
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And out of all our companie 
We can but muster sorry three: 
Hack, back to where the spirt began, 
'To follow up their track's the plan. 
*We've foun4 it; and aloBg it spin, 
Xiike jockies, pledged to burst or win ; 
O'erguUy, creek, and ferny brae, 
Xiike very mad we hie away : W 

Fresher their footprints grow ; the grass 

They scarcely pressed in their hot speed ; 
We see it rising as we pass 

From momentary pressure freed: 
And, by my barrdsliip, here they come. 
And each one " sucking of his thuftib"— 
True sign their chase has, like our own, 
Been fruitless as unkernelled stone. 
Then both parties laughed. 
And both parties chafifed. 
In a wny that was jolly, and joyfal, and hearty ; 
But the roll being called. 
We felt quite appalled 
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To find that we still wanted three of our party. 
And one, too, a lady : ah me ! what a case. 
To think of her wandering in such a wild place ; 
Maybe carried along over gully and creek 
On a flyaway steed for tlte rest of the* week ! 
Away ! boys away I let us hunt high and low ; 
For, wanting her, ne'er to Kilmore can we go ! 
So off wowent, with saddened faces, 
To find the lost ones or their traces; 
And wandered round and round and round ; 
But nothing of them could be found- 
And, sad to tell, our numbers grew, 
In half an hour, still less by two. 
But hark ! a cooie from yonder hill. 
We answer back with right good will. 
And hurry along with that speed which springs 
From the heart when affection expands its wings. 
But, woe to the perverse gods that connive ills ! 
We find 'tis the voices of fresh arrivals. 
Who came too late to the rendezvous. 
But followed our tracks, like sportsmen true. 
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A court WAS held a minute or two, 
Considering "what we'd next to do, 

Whether 'twas host 

To search for the missed, 
Or go in pursuit of fresh kangaroo. 
The latter was carried; and. off we sped; 
Our newly arrived companion led; 
For he knew every nook where the creatures fed. 
And scarcely a mile is traversed, when lo ! 
Again we are startled with "there they go !" 
And, smashing, and crashing, away we spin, 
0*er logs and o'er rocks with a clattering din ; 
Down gullies and steeps, as best we can ; 
Each striving to take and lead the van : 
But Pyalong took it, and Pyalong held it; ; 
'Tho' others, I'm bound to confess, very well did : 
And one I saw there^with a hat looking sleek 
As a wig that's been oiled for the best of a week ; 
Went past us like smoke — oh! his pace was a stunner; 
That same was the last that we saw of O'Connor. 
But lack-adav ! frail mortals' dreams-* 
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How seldom do they get perfected; 
Here's Pyalong, who really seems 
To be most terribly dejected. 
For all his speed and fearless pluck 
Has been rewarded with no luok! 
"Wlio, as he jumped from off his horse. 
Exclaims,^ " that dog's not worth a curse ! 
Had he but done his work — my word- 
Yon doe was killed, just like a bird.'* 
And thus our second spirt was finished. 
With no result save ranks diminished. 

i 

SriRT THE THIRD. 

Behold us all, assembled now 
upon a gentle hillock's brow ! 
In front Mount William proudly rears 
His dark form of a thousand years : 
Behind us woods, of ancient birth, 
Stretch till their branches kiss the earth : 
On either hand are verdant vales. 
Pregnant with wattle-perfumed gale^. 
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it ipot were hallowed ground ! _^_ 

iimgj all our pipes we charge, ^Kf' 



And stillness dwells on all around, 
As if that ipot were hallowed ground ! 
iDismountflP, all our pipes we charge. 
And on our ended spirts enlarge; 
How this one rode, and that one took 
The log that bridged the mountain brook ; 
And bow another 'mazed beholders 
By jumping over granite boulders ; 
"Whilst one — ah ! may he rest in peace — 
"Was busy with his dark valise, 
'From which he biscuits brought, and sherry, 
Which made us feel delighted, very. 
Oh ! when the spirits flag and fail. 
There's nothing equals " cakes and ale." 
To horse again ; and off we set ; 

■ 

Our hopes of sport not ended yet. 
For whilo we have a blink of sun 
We'll see if laurels can be won. 

Twere long to tell how far we went 
Through forest dim^— o'er heathy bjsnt, 
Till hope began to yield at last, • 



# 
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As trees their lengthened shadow^ cast, 
Showing the day was nearly past. 
But, hark ! again, the tally-ho ! Wf' 
** Hurrah ! my hearties, there they gd." 
And now away we split again 
With snorting steeds and tightened rein 
But, Where's the pen that could portrait 
The 1 ist spirt of this hunting day— 
The yawning gulfs o'er which we flew— 
But how, there's no one ever knew ! 
The mighty hills up which we clomb. 
As rugged as a honey comb ; 
Where boulders, struck by horse's toe, 
Went bounding to the gulf below. . 
It makes me shudder still to think 
We were so near destruction's brink ! 
And, after all our gallant chase, 
In such terrific break-neck place, 
The kangaroos got clear away. 
To be a hunt for future day. 

Tke journey home, what need to toll, 
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With weary steeds, as evening fell ; 
The strain is long enough I trow, 
That every reader will allow : 
And tho* success we were denied. 
We had a most dellghtfulwle. 



TO A BAT. 



Child of darkness ! wlS delight 
Hast thou in this prisoned fligh t^ 
That you hither comeeach night ? 
Is there ought withhi my room 
To lure thee in the hours of gloom, 
From sporting in the open air, 
Beneath the starlets shining there ? 
Dost thou come a guard to keep, 
O'er me, while I'm wrapt in sleep ; 
And fan each trace of care away 
With thy fluttering pinions ? say ? 

What ! no answer, foolish tiling ! 
Still I hear you on the wing. 
Fluttering round and round my room—* 
Dark and quiet as the tomb. 
Hark ! against the walls you're flapping* 
Now o'er head your wings m clapping, 
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J?ow you seem to skim the floor, 
Now I hear you at the door. 
Child of darkness, wait awhile, 
Best thee from thy weary toil. 

Still unheeding ! child of night, 
"Wherefore this protracted flight ? 
Surely now you are aweary, 
[Flying round your cage so dreary. 
Come, alight, upon my breast. 

There you can with safety rest. 
Unmindful still of what I say. 

Gome, tiny flutterer, oome away ; 

And do not, like a foolish thing. 

Weary out thy strength of wing. 

Come, and fear not, 'light thee near. 

Nought will hurt or scare thee here : 

Come and tell me whence your flight 

In my chamber every night. 

Insensate creature ! heedless elf! 

You'll bring your doom upon yourself, 

I'm half inclined to stop that flight 



O^T.r; 
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In which you seem to have delight. 
One movement of my body will, 
I know, your heart with terror fill; 
One stroke of mine will lay you low. 
For trifling with my patience so. 
And, by the fates that rule us twain, 
Here ends your pleasure and your pain ! 

Away ! thou worse than murderous thought j 
Thou, dire insinuation, fraught 
With hellishness; nor harder make 
This heart for idle mischief *s sake. 
And, child of darkness, thou shalt be 
A guardian spirit unto me. 
From now, henceforth, in faith I give 
To you a welcome, whilst you live ; 
And when upon my bed I rest, 
With worldly cares and griefs oppressed. 
Perhaps thy joyous winged play 
Will banish darksome thoughts away. 
And with my ear I'll follow still 
Your gaipesomeness which way you will. 
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So frolic, gambol, all the night, 
If hero you still can find delight, 
Until appears the morning light. 



'•It 



K 



FLIES, 



AN ODE. 

Oh the flies I ob the, flieS ! 

• 

How they teaze and tantalize, 
And with what determination 
They keep poking in our eyes ; 
From the earliest dawn of day» 
'Till the evening's sober grey, 
The flMddening little creatures 
Feast tfid fasten on our features, 
Keep on tickling and tormenting, 
In a manner most dementing. 
Spite of growl and spite of groan. 
Spite of flesh, and blood , and bone, 
Spite of cages made to catch them, 
Spite of smoke from " cutty" blown. 
What boots Australia's golden sands. 

Her lauded sunny skies. 
When we're fretted into fiddlestringS;. 
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With swarms of plaguy flies. 
There's the little black house fly— 
Into corners he will pry ; 
But he's fondest of the corner 
Of a weary mortal's eye ! 
if at times you try to read. 
You will find it vain indeed. 
For soon a swarm will gather 
On your face to have a " feed ;" 
And you'll pitch— tho' good the story— 
^he book away to glory ; 

Thidn ^tarnp, and swear. 

And tear your hair, ' 

Like one in sin grown hoary 1 
If at morn when you awake, 
In the sheets you'd like to take 
Half an hour or so of thinking— 
For your head may chance to ache — 
You will find your efforts hopeless — 

Unless your head you smother 
In the blankets, or put o'er your face 
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A netted wire meat cover. 
Most rapacious little flies. 
Don't you make one's dander rise ! 

There's the horrid big blow fly. 
That good manners doth defy ; 
When I'm sitting down to dinner 
Hate the sight of him— don't I ? 
And many and many a time. 
Both in prose and wrathful rhyme. 
Have I cursed them, from the bottom 
Of my very heart — 'od rot em ! 
For they've lost me many a meal 
Of mutton, beef, and veal. 
And folks are wrong I feel 
When they boast about a vulture's 

Or an eagle's sense of smell. 
Faith ! I'll back the horrid blow fly 

To bear from them the bell ; 
For, where'er there's meat a-goiig 
They can tell. 
Jolly well. 



• 
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There's the little brown sand flv, 
That most pertinaciously 
Keeps creeping up one's trouscr's leg, 
,^ To tickle and annoy : 
Oh ! when I was a droving. 

O'er the thirsty Loddon plains, 
How often have I suffered 

Almost purgatorial pains, 
J'rom their biting and their stinging, 
And their horrid leech-like clinging 
To my flesh ! oh ! by my beard 
(Which I'm proud to say's unsh eared). 
\ Whilst my pen's o'er paper stealing 
Memory conjures up the feeling 
Of those hours of mortal anguish 
Till I'm fain to quit the theme, 
Lest recalling them should make me 
Feel their horrors in a dream. 
i Oh, ye horrid race of flies ! 
Howgione's reason ye capsizo ! 
But, alas ! it makes me sigh 
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To tl^Hpbat by-and-by 

We'll be bothered and half eaten 

With the booming black March fly. 

Oh, its horribla to think on — 
Let alone to " Crambo-clink" on : 
And I positively wish 
I could turn into a fish 

For the next three months or so : 
Or secure that wondVous power, 
That Saint Patrick had of yore, 
And banish all such vermin 

As the flies are, at a " go," 
Now, reader, sympathise 
With a tortured wretch by flies : 
Have mercy on his raving 
And his rhyming agonies ; 
'*Tis for peace alone he cries! 



TEE HUMBUGS OF LIFE. 



• Y may prate of life and praise it who have 

found within its round 
'ne grain of satisfaction, or one true and 

trusty friend 
opinion is, and has heen, akho' strangely it 

may sound, 
'hat 'tis humbug — arrant humbug from begin- 

ning to its end. 

, what are all its boasted joys ? Love takes the 

lead they say : 
nd, what is love?— a fancy or a dream, which 

when we test, 
li a calm reflective spirit, will be found to 

slide awav ? 
h ! believe me, love is humbug— arrant 

humbug, at the best. 

e is another precious thing for which somp 

tliousands seek. 
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And what is fame ? a monument or a stone 
belettered o'er — 
The momentary impulse of some vain mind's 
idle freak. ^ 

Ob, believe me, fame i* humbug— arrant hum- 
bug ; nothing more. 

And glory is another of life's vaunted priceless 
gifts. 
And what is glory? suicide, or something 
there anigh — 
The bribe that tyrants think of in their riwk- 
wardest of shifts, 
Wlien people are unwilling for their pleasure 
whims to die. 

And friendship is a treasure that some say*s worth 
living for, • 

And what is friendship ? nothing but another 
name for self: 
By it each serves his purpose or his aim peculiar. 
And then cracks the treasiwe humbug like a 
j^iecc of sorry delf. 
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Oh ! I'm sick of every mortal thing that life has 
in its gift- 
Barring one, for it is sterling both in quality 

and rank. 
And o'er the present crisis it would give a man 
a lift- 
Tha name of having lots of idle money in the 
bank! 



STANZAS. 

OCCASIONED BT niE SItLY ACTIONS OF OEBTAIN Sittt' 

PEOPLB. 

The lot that man's foredoomed to beat 
Is one where trouble^ toil, and care 

Each hoar each other jostle ; 
And pleasure comes so seldom, she 
Should, as some dear thing, fondled be. 

Or cherished like a fossil. 
And men and women all bhould strive. 
Whilst toiling in this nether hive-* 

Tis but of short duration— 
Not selfishly life's sweets to sip,- 
But pass them round from lip to lip. 

In fond fraternization ! 
There's something god-like in such toil— i , 
I see some mercenaiies smile— 

A thing I heed but little— 
The bearing with your brother man, 
The fondling friendship while you can-* 
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Its bonds at best are brittle ! 
does onah heart some good to see 
si&ting in society 

These social enjoyments, 
id blessed be he, or she, who still 
akes making-glad, through good and ill^ 

One of their chief employments 1 
it those who wallow in their pride, . 

hose heads ^e empty as the hide 

Upon a drum extended ; 
hose hearts are cold, as things that creep 
hundred thousand fathoms deep ; 

And in whose minds are blended 
16 essence of vulgarity, 
* ignorance, and vanity, 

From such be we, defended ! 
id yet, alas 1 such folk there be, 
ho look, my friend, on you and me> 

As* if our dust maternal "• 

as of a much inferior kind ; 
ess clarified and less refined^ 
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Then their's conceived supernal ! 
They would not mingle, no, not thev ! 
In aught contrived by such like clay 

As you and I are made of. 
And was it not for selfish end 
Our VULGAR doors, I apprehend. 

They ne'er would near the shadd of. 
Yet Iw'ill not defile my pen, 
By tracing out their natal den. 

Where their mammas did Whelp them j 
But, like a christian, end this lay 
(It may be more enlarged some day) 

And pitying, cry, God help them I 






i THE HISTORY OF A DAY. 



'Twas mom, and, lii#dly, the sun came forth ; 
\ Aglare was all the Orient, and the wind 
i Came moaning sullenly, from out the north. 

Warm as the breath of an infuriate fiend ; » 
The clouds, to kiss the earth seemed all 
inclined, 
L So low they were, — portending something dire. 
In every thicket, wing bedroopt, there pined 
The feathered members of the forest choir ; 
\ And pregnant was. the air with smell and smoke 
I of fire. 

Twas noon ; the smoke had burst into a flame, 
i." Which with a thousand tongues swept o'er the 
sward, 
Man stroye to thwart their devastating aim, 
But, there he failed to be creation's lord ; 
They feared not him, they bowed not at his 
word, 
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But proved his littleness by one fell stride 

Whereby the produce of his laborings hard-^ 
The yellow waving corn, and woe betide! 
His very sheltering roof^to ashes were de- 
stroyed! 

Twas night ; the sun behind the hills had set ; 

The stars to being struggled forth ; the moon 
Beamed sickly from her heavenly throne ; and wet 

Was many a cheek with what the day had done. 

The wayward breeze had sorrow in its tone^ 
As o'er the scorched and blackened earth it passed; 

And everywhere that man's eye rested on 
Appeared a melancholy drear devast 
Where persecuting fate had desolation cast { 
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I bullock bells are tinkling, 

) tiny stars are twinkling, 

i heayen its dews is sprinkling 
On herb, and tree, and flower; 

winds are softly twining 

s that laugh at man's divining ; 

the glow-worm's lamp is shining- 
Lustre meet for fairy's bower ! 

I am lone and weary ; 

the world seems cold and dreary ; 

re's none left now to cheer me 
Alone, alone, alone. * . 

end my days in sadness, 

lights in dreamy madness ; 

he nepenthe of gladness. 

There is none to soothe my moan I 

Q morn till night my sighing, 

be face of heaven is flying, 

! a spirit loudly crying 



116 STANZAS. 

For peace that ne'er will be : 
Life's lurements all hath* faded- 
Like the floweret never shaded-^ 
Its joys are worn and jaded 

And cease to comfort me. 
I long for life's last slumber, 
When my woes without a number 
No longer will encumber 

My heart so sadly torn . 
Oh ! who would wi^h to languish 
In a world of doubt and anguish ? 
iJime death, existence vanquish. 

Nor let me longer mourn. 
[/ .'lore was one to love me, 
i;- earth, like her above me ; 
':[ ' pain would ever move me, 

To breathe my plainings so. 
But I am sad and weary. 
And the world seems cold and dreary ; 
Oh ! how can I be cheery. 

When surrounded by such woe ! 



A SABBATH RE VERY. 

re is a something hi a Sabbath morn 

ven in the bush, where church belk never 

peal, 
t makes the heart, however earthly worn, 
he knowledge of its holiness to feel ; 
'be air feels softer, and the skies reveal 
ladder look ; and all the birds declare 
;s advent, with a sweetness that doth steal 
) the soul, till, almost unaware, 
heaven's eternal King it makes its morning 

prayer. 

sound of labour slumbers everywhere, 
he glittering axe lies idly hy the tree ; 

plough looks lonely, and the valued pair 

f steeds that drew it, roll and ramble free ; 

he hinds— though rough throughout the 

week they be — 
pliy a smartness, pleasing to the sight, 
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On every face you fancy 'you can see 
A smile more perfect, unassumed, and bright^ 
Reflecting not of earth, but of the Infinite ! 

The toiling mind experienceth reprieve^ 

FroiAnxious cares, that racked it through the 
week; 

And, like a bird upon a summer *s eve 

f 

That all athirst d oth cooling fountain seek. 

It turns to yonder Volume, that doth speak 

Of ancient prophets, favored much of heaven. 

Of man*s trangressions manifold, and eke 
Of Him who died — that they might be forgiven— 
Upon the cruel cross, despised and anguish riven ! 

Oh ! wondrous book of books thou art the best ; 

The true Catholicon, by heaven ordained 
For souls that tremble in dispair's unrest. 

Belief in Thee's eternal glory gained ! 

Oh ! many a time when hope's fair star hath 
waned 
Hath weary mortals found it fresh in thee, * 

Beaming with lustre, by that power maintained 
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Who rules each ripple of the glistering sea, 
^d gives to clouds their forms, to winds their 
destiny. 

Tis not in temples only, man can hold 
Communion with the universe's King ; 

Tis not from altars tinselled o'er with gold, 
That praise can only heavenward journey wing, 
Whe|i Adam and his Eve were wont to sing 

Their matins and their vespers to their God — 
Ere sin had left the poison of its sting — 

What temple had they, save the welkin broad ? 

What altar, savi^ some rock outjutting from the 
sod? ^ 

In the grim days when persecution poured 
Her wrath upon the hearths of mine own land, 

And lavished fame upon each murderous horde 
According to the redness of its hand, 
•Were ^11 those prayers from caves and hills— 
that stand 

Eternal monuments of sinless woe— 

Breathed by the faithful persecuted band-^ 



\ s 
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In vain, because no traceried dome did ttirow 
An awe some shade upon the worshippers beL 

The earth is God's ; the mountains tell His fai 
The mighty deep acknowledges his power ; 

The winds— Oh ! listen and you'll hear His na 
In every whisper ; then, frail mortal, cower 
Submissive to His will this very hour ; 

Whetlier in temple to His glory reared, 
Whether in wilderness, where never flower 

Unknown to His Omnipotence appeared. 

Whether in youth arrayed, or age's wrinkles sea 

Adore, and he will hear thy adorations— 

♦ 

As well froD^ill top, field, or lonely glen. 
The sea shore, or stern want's low habitatioi 

Or even from the prison's darksome den. 

As from the grandest fabric ever men 
Contrived to df jcate unto His name. 

Let but th^ worship be the heart's, and the 
Where'er, or when *tis oflFered, *tis the samel 
One earnest wordless prayer puts eloquenc< 
shame* 



BLACK THURSDAY. 

Ybs, I remember, 'twas in February, 

The sun for months had drunk and druok from 

^rth 
■[ts hidden moisture, till 'twas cracked and rent 
A^nd rendered hard and obdurate as stone. 
•The grass that grew upon the upland slopes, 
^^i in the gullies 'tween the mighty hills, 
The slumbering valleys, and the wide spread 

plain|. 
Was sapless as the bark that yearly falls 
*rom off the gum trees, and beneath the foot 
It crackled like to pine twigs in the fire. 

Bay after day, week after week, the wind 
Came scorching from his distant desert home 
And left no greenness on the earth at alL 
Th6 birds upon the trees sat all agape. 
And in their voices erst all mirth and song j 
There was a sadness pitiful to hear ; 
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Tlie forest, rusty green, with leaves adroop. 
As to the blast it bent, groaned to the core ; 
Inanimate, as well as animate things 
Panted for drink, to quench their eager thirst. 
For one long draught of heaven*s delightful 
tears! 

The sun arose upon that dreadful morn, * 

In dusky luridness : no bright broad smile 
Adorned his face ; 'twas like the countenance 
Of wretched mortal, whose charred heart 

conceives 
Nothing save bitter malice to his kiflB^ 
Scowling portentious of a coming ill. 

Warm as the breath of furnace came the wind> 
Lifting the withered leaves that scattered lay ; 
And bore them off in clouds upon its wing, 
Till, weary of their cumulated weight, 
It let them pattering fall again to earth. 
The dogs beside the hut doors panting lay ; 
Their tongues bedustcd, and their wretched eyes 
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* 

Red with the action of the fevered wind ; 
And man stood wond'ring much unto himself. 
Or sought his neighbour, who, like to himself, 
Was big with the same readiness to say, 
•* Was ever such a day as this before ?" 
Nooix^me ; but in the room of sitting down 
To midday meal and social converse. 
The ears were startled by the cry of fire ! 

• 

On every side was heard the fearful cry. 
On every Side were seen the raging flames, 
Springing as *twere from out the very earth I 
Man stood aghast, and helpless as a child. 
Or hurried with a hastily plucked bOtq|;h, 
Thinking to stay the enemy's career. 
Oh madness and delusion I *twas in vain ; 
For, soon discomfitted with smoke and flame, 
He coughed, and gasped, and wept big tears, 

which left 
A dark spot, for a moment, where they fell. 
And then their traces were for ever lost 
Amongst the ashes of the burnt up grass* 
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And women, pale and mute with very fear 
Huddled together on some grassless spot. 
And saw their homes and all their household 

wealth, 
That years of strict economy, and thrift, 
Labor, and self-denial had produced, ^ 
Beduced to ashes in a moment's time. * 
Whilst children, with their big and wondering 

eyes, 
Clung closely round them, trembling with 

affright ! 
Oh ! 'twas a fearful sight— whole fields of corn- 
Some waiting but the sickle's jagged edge 
To yield their owners wealth for labor spent. 
Others already gathered into sheaves, 
And placed in stooks, that glads the farmer's 

heart 
With visions of a speedy harvest home- 
Were swept away from earth, and left no tale 
To tell of their existence, save a few 
Charred pickles here and there, and half burnt earg 



BLACK THUB8DAT. 195 

That the infuriated flames could not 
Spare tim# sufficient^ in their mad carreer. 
To utterly "Sestroy; and milking kine. 
That lay with half shut eyes and chewed the cud. 
Were in a moment circled round with flanjie. 
And thus bewildered^ died; and flocks of sheep. 
That spread themselves along the ranges* sides, 
JSearching among the mass of withered grass 
For every hidden Blade of greener hue. 
Were driven together by the furious flames 
Into a fold, as 'twere, too small by half; 
Where, leaping on each other in their fear. 
Hundreds were trampled to the very death ! 
And sluggish teams, that crept along the road 
With hanging tongues and flanks that heaved 

full sore. 
Their sides, all scarred and blistered with the 

lash^ 
Were by the dlf ivers left beneath their loads 
To perish or escape, as best they might ! 
Whole forests blazed ; the very topmost boughs^ 
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Where the white-headed eagle hawk was woni 
To perch in royal majesty^ and gazo . 
0*er fields immense of dense and wstlng wood. 
Escaped not, but were made a moment's sport. 
To some gigantic flame. And when at length 
The robe of night was hung around the earth 
There was a scene presented to the eye 
Of suchlike grandeur, that the pen of bard 
Or artist's pencil— mighty though they be— 
Must ever fail to truthfully portray. 
The hill tops seemed to be a wall of fire-** 
Its jagged crest fraught with a wondrous life 
That leaped and flared in ruleless fltfulness ; 
And ever and anon, as some old tree K 

Game toppling down and shook the lap of eartlij 
A myriad sparks flew up into the air. 
And formed a glory separate and grand— 
Its term of life, a moment, when 'twas lost 
For ever midst the mass of moving^ flame ! 

Oh ! many a tale of misery and woe. 
Of utter ruin and of hopeless loss. 
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On that day bad beginning and an end. 
*I!ake one at hazard, culled from <mt the store 
That painful memory hath garnered up. 

Mark yonder heap of stones, of ash, and earth. 
That was a chimney once : and yon four posts 
t)efined the corners of a happy home ! 
Their sides all charred and full of gaping rents 
Now act the part of tablets to the past. 
And tell more plainly than a written book 
That there the dwelling of mankind once stood. 
It was a sunny spot, in days gone by— 
£arth never knew a brighter, fraught as 'twas 
With the rich lustre of the purest love. 
And the sweet prattle of two tottering babes. 
Whose laughing eyes spoke innocence complete. 
Which made the gazer pitifully sigh " 
For life's lost treasure— childhood's spotless 

mind* 
And mark yon crystal pool, that ^eems to 

sleep 
Beneath the outstretched branches of the trees. 



■% 
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Smooth and unrippled save when some stray 

leaf ' 

] 

Falls down and makes a dimple on its cheek i 
In it the frantic mother for her babes 
Sought safety from the all-deyouring flame^ 
Sought safetyiandi ah me ! found speedier death! 
For, driven by desperation with the fear 
Of seeing her helpless offspring burnt to death« 
She flew for refuge to the tempting pool^ 
Ne*er dreaming of its depth ; the' thought alone 
Of fleeing from one visible enemy 
Absorbing all her souL The shriek she gave. 
As overhead she plunged, was lost amid 
The dinsome voices of the furious flames t 
And thus unseen, unless by Him who rules 
The boundless universe, her life was closed-^ 
But closed in one of nature^s holiest tasks I 

Ah ! who can tell, when baffled in his toil 
To stay the greedy tongues of fiame^that lidked 
All things to their unsatiable maws-* 
How felt the husband and the sire, when he 
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Sehdd the reeking rains of his home? 
Andy wife and children, where— oh where were 
they! -r 

Madly he groped among the smouldering ruinsy 
Fearing to find some vestige of them therB ; 

And called them most endearing names, and 

wept, 
And prayed, by turns ; and then, anon, would 

swear 
At the hard usage of mysterious fate ! 

Turning his glance a moment to the pool. 
His anxious eye beheld a shred of cloth 
floaiing therein, resembling much the robes 
In which his children twain were garmented. 
Thither he rushed; and, stretching forth his 

arm. 
He grasp'd and drew, the vesture towards the 

brink ; 
Andt as it floating neared, he saw upturn 
The lifeless features of his youngest born. 
And then the fearful truth flashed on his mind ! 
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Placing on land the cold dead innocent onO| 
He plunged into the deep and silent pool 
In iearch of him more dear to him than life t 
Twas not in vain : the water yielded up 
Its treasure to him in his first essay. 
The child still clung around its mother's neck. 
Its beauteous lips half pouting for a kiss ! 
With heavy heart he laid the dripping forms 
Beneath the shadow of yon spreading tree. 
The mother in the midst ; on either side 
A child. Their little hands with love he locked 
Upon the mother's breast ; then, at their feet 
He sat him down and wept, and wept, and wept- 
Wept all night long. And when the morning 

came, 
And with it brought inquiring neighbour! 

round. 
They found him sitting there and weeping still. 
No word he spoke, but still kept weeping oiu 
And when they bore the bodies to the grave 
He wept ; and when they laid them sifle by side 
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He wept ; and when the earth fell hollowly 
Upon the coffin lids, and told the tale— 
For ever being told— of " earth to earth/* 
He wept ; the fountain of his tears could not 
Be staid. To all entreaties, prayers, and words 
Of comfort— ^till be answered but with tears ! 
Beason at last gave way ; but thoughtful friends 
Cared for him long and kindly, until death 
Btretched out his band and took him to the 

. realms 
Where those he loved and mourned so long 

reside. 
Blending their voices with the morning song 
That speaks to man of hope beyond the grave. 



FOKGIVING AND FORGIVEN. 

It was a lovely summer's eve. 

The sun had gone to rest. 
The last gleams of his glory 

Tinged the curtains of the west : 
And gentle starlets twinkled forth^ 

Like maidens coy of mien. 
Half anxious and half terrified. 

To let their smiles be seen. 

Beneath a lonely eottage porch. 

Where glittering iyy grew— 
Like visions of youth's fleeting hours. 

Most beautiful to view— 
An old man sat ; and on his knee 

The bible lay outspread; 
On which his eyes seemed resting. 

But, his thoughts were with the dead« 

And first his mother's s&sred form 
Came glimmering to his mind : 



[ 
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■He saw upon her well-known face 
The old old smile— so kind ! 

A^d memory woke her voice again j 
Ob| how the accents thrilled 

3? he old man's bosom^ till his eyes 
With blessed tears were filled « 



on he revelled in the joys 
Of life's meridian sun ; 
is fancy strove for many a prize 
He long ago had won, 
^at a sigh escaped the old man's lips-* 

From passion's fount it camOi 
JiJB he thought of her, whodHpft blue eyea 
First kindled love's pure flame. 

H& Helen— ah ! what form so fair? 

Earth never saw her match ; 
Her smile was like the ray that glints 

Through^some old roof of thatch 
And rests upon some dish the house- 

Wife's brightened up anew. 
That throws it on the wall again. 



1 
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For children to pursue. 

Her footsteps fell so silkily, 

You scarcely heard them fall ; 
Her voice had such a winning tone-^ 

So musical withal ! 
But she had died— for so it is^ 

The fairest flowers but bloom. 
To glad the soul ; then die, and leave 

Behind a world of gloom. 

His lovely child, too ; where was she f 
The old man*s grief grew deep ; 

But withering sorM||dn his soul 
Forbade his eye^^weep. 

And| oh forgive him gentle heaven, 

If on that holy book 
He half a vow of vengeance 
On the heartless spoiler took ! 

£ut thoughts of him soon fled away ; 

His old heart yearned to gaze 
Once more upon his fair-haired child, 
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iie light of by-gone days : 

me back," he cried, " dear blighted flower, 

id glad this cold cold breast, 

my soul shall wing its flight to her 

heaven's eternal rest." 

jtling, as of drapery, 

me heart-deep human sighs, 

r him, made the old man lift 

)m off the book his eyes : 

there his once fair daughter stood— 

[e death was on her face : 

father," was the whole she said ; 

en died in his embrace. 

ink God," was all the old man said ; 
3 toil on earth was past. 

hope for which he'd lived so long 
d been ful^Ued at last. 

father," and " thank God "—these words 
ire registered in heaven. 
thus they left this world of woe, j 

pgiving and forgiven! 



OCCASIONAL ADDRESSES. 

ON LAYING THE FOUNDATION-STONE OP THW 

KILMOBE HOSPITAL. 

Thb stone is laid ; 'tis well and truly done ; 
The stone is laid ; the building is begun : 
The stone is laid ; the ceremony o'er^ 
Of what may yet bring blessings on Kilmore ! 
Oh ! friends and fellow mortals, ye have been, 
Like me, eye witnesses of this great scenes 
Beheld the level and plumb-rule applied. 
That to the surface— this unto the side; 
Heard the three mystic strokes, by mallet given^ 
Whose echos have found rest ere this in heaven. 
And yet you may have more attention paid 
Unto the pomp with which the whole was made 
Than to the noble object, that is sought 
To be attained, when skilful hands have brought 
The structure to a finish. Here will bo 



iiik 



f 
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Enthroned the spirit of Philanthropy 
I^ure, unadulterate, free from earthly stain-« 
Above all thoughts of mercenary gain- 
Supreme to petty difference of creed, 
^hat sad contentions and heart-burnings breed ; 
Seeking with tones, as soft as those of maiden, 
To soothe the sorrows of the " heavy laden ;'' 
Smiling a welcome, unto all who come 
To seek deservingly herein a home. 

Here Mercy, iajier fairest robes, shall dwell, 
And Faith, and Hope, and Charity, as well : 
Whose matin songs will tell that Man has still 
A chord that pallid suffering can thrill : 
Whose vespers— that his heart, tho* seared and 

reft, 
Has still a little of the angel left. ' 

Such will, and must be ; otherwise my verse 
Proclaims it less a blessing than a curse. 

No man can confidently count upon— 
Not eveHPD the setting of yon sun— • 

The lot that Fate awards him ; some I see, 

N - 
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May yet an inmate of this temple be : 
May yet— for Fate hath curious things in store—' 
Be doomed to seek assistance at this door ! 
Then whilst they have the power. Oh ! let them 

strive 
To keep its new-bom, friendly flame al^ive ; 
Ne*er let it blaze, then dwindle down to be,, 
A byword unto all posterity. 

This day, to Erin's patron Saint gave birthi 
And now beholds the founding of a hearth ; 
Which— »0 ye hills ! with trees gigantic crowned. 
Ye valleys ! and ye fields, that spread around, 
Ye winds that wanton in your idle glee. 
From sea to land, from land back to the sea. 
Ye, sun ! and vaulted dome of deathless blue ! 
Bear everlasting testimony to— 
Where many a sufferer, of the human kind, 
A kind and " good Samaritan" will 
Then join with me, I*m sure refuse xflie shall, 
And wish a God-speed to our Hospital ! 
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?0 AN AMATEUR PERFORMANCE FOR THB 
BENEFIT OF THE HOSPITAL. 

losT youthful authors, when they pen a book, 
7o sage experience for assistance look, 
n getting up the preface ; and 'tis well, 
because 'tis apt to make the volume sell, 
^nd so the amateurs that here to-night 
■^urpose to glad you with sweet songs' delight, 
Mected me, from Kilmore's rhyming crowd— 
if course such honor makes me really proud— 
^0 pen a prologue to their good intents, 
if gathering money for Iteneyolence. 

There was a time, when such a task, I'm sure, 
^d been attended with delight, as pure 
^8 that which thrills the angels when they see 
Mankind performing real humanity| 
'or then we had no " Unco Gude," to carp 
^^ twang the strings of Cant's discordant harp. 
•Ut now— that horrid now !— not to dissemble 
*Uch a performance makes me fear and tremble, 
because there are, who both with pen and oral 



•To 
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Onslaught will say» " our pastime is immoral, 
That money gained by such a way as this. 
Can never be the means to soothe distress ; 
That if we really wish to do some good, 
Howl dismal hymns, and fright the multitude 
With pictures drawn fron^ fevered fancy's brain^ 
Of burning brimstone's everlasting pain. 
Forswear all pleasures that the world can givo^ 
In tears and grief, and sorrow learn to live ; 
And should a laugh within your heart begin. 
Check it, and sigh—to laugh is sure a •sin.*' 
Such doctrine may be rifht, 'tis not my wish 
To quarrel with my neighbour's favourite dish ; 
If he leave me alone, then I will ne'er 
Trouble myself about his spiritual fare. 

But now t^jKisiness ; I am here to say 

k 

That some will sing to-night, and some will play-^ 
Their names I know not, saving one or two, 
But I approve of— surely so do you— 
The God-like purpose that they have in view. 
*Tis Charity; the brightest of the three 
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imortal virtues, that must ever be 
^eminent on earth. Oh ! did I choose— 
aink that even my unlettered muse 
uld sing its praises— olden tho' the theme— 
>m now until the n^vow's blushful beam, 
t time is pressing, .and I cannot stay 
say the half of what I'd wish to say ; 
r need I make delay by favour fishing, 
cause I feel you'll grant all I am wishing ; 
at is, a warm reception, and applause 
ttiose who do their best in this good cause, 
not too critical, or too severe : 
ile if you please, but do not coldly sneer, 
short, be- gratified ; or so appear. 

Thus, having said, I will, with your permissions 
;ire in favour of the " chief musicians," 
10 doubtless are by this impatient quite ; 
d so my friends I wish you all good-night. 



I 
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ON LAYING THE FOUNDATION STONE OP THR 
KILMORE POST-OFFICE. * 

If to some angel scribe the power is given 

To register what's done on earth in heaven, 

Of wondrous or extraor^Rary kind. 

This day's proceedings one full page will find ; 

For never since the time that settler c^me 

And marked the boundaries of his s^uattin^ 

claim, .^ 

And pitched his tent, like Patriarch of yore, 
Well pleased to think his wanderings werQ|0*er. 
Have these old hills, in all their giant might, 
Nodded their leafy crowns to such a sight 
As here to-day they witness. Jleart and hand 
United, see the well tried ndembers stand 
Of the Mysterious Brotherhood, whose spell 
Spans the wide world wherever man may dwell. 
Whose wide-spread ranks, all grades of men. 

adorn--. 
Princes, and prelates, and the peasant born— * 
Whose date is from all time, whose riteaf will be 
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fTLo' from the many veiled in secrecy) 
Respected, when the great Creator brings 
A.n end to all earth's evanescent things. 
To succor widows and the fatherless — ^ 

To help a brother battUng with distress- 
To soothe the stricken — and, the sad to cheer, 
Te vows to which their signatures appear; 
ut not to these alone are they confined, 
^or their good-will extends to all mankind ! 
And rounc^ine I behold a gathered crowd, 
^acesand forms, of which we miy be proud ; 
Ajid deem me not at flattery expert 
If here, to-day, I seriously assert— 
Should artists seek for beauty that excels, 
^r perfect symmetry, lo! here it dwelh, 
la all its native grandeur, plainly seen, 
Respite of hoops and spacious crinoline ! 

Add there are m^ny of the manlier kind, 
Each one of whom by nature is designed 
^ some important end, for it is true 
We each have our *< allotted task" to dq-w 
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To plan, to trade, or plough the stubborn field, 
To think, to teach, or it may be to wield 
The glittering sword, to guard this glorious landi 
« From the invader's red and ruthless hand. 

■ 

But, turn we now to what has been the i^aaso 
Of this assemblage ; much there is to pause 
And ponder on. The stone that's just been kud 
With much of pageantry and grand parade 

» 

Jegins a building needed long, around 
Whose portals Hope will frequent^ be found, 
And trembling Fear will oftimes too be there," * 
With laughing Joy, and shrinking sad Despair ) 
Here eager scribes will haste to post their views 
For public prints, and lovers* biUet-deaux ; 
Merchants their many wants (and bills): here tW) 
Many a home bound letter will pass through, ' . 
Bearing to fatherland, and longiflg hearts 
Good news or ill, as mail by mail departs. * ^ 
And, here, that wire so wondrous, that does 

bear %' 

""ur thoughts like very lightning through the w^r 
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[ bOi awaiting but the master's hand 
nake its pulses throb throughout the land : 
ance to it is nothing, whilst the seai 
bing, admits its potent sovereignty, 
h ! much there is to ponder on, but time 
^ids that pleasure to my rustic rhyme: 
11 but say that ye, whose minds are prone 
;hink, will find in this foundation stone 
rmon such as Shakespear's giant mind 
s us exists in texts of such a kind. , 
ud, to conclude, may what is here begun 
perfect in its various parts when done : 
f peace with all her benefits come down 
Qi highest heaven, and grace our little to^ 
r Strife and enmity no more be seen, 
i bless the colony, God save the Queen * 



CiAYING THE FOUNDATION-STONE OP 
KILMORE MECHANICS' INSTITUTE. 

[LST men together meet in other lands, 
res to remorseless warfare's dire demands, 



\ 
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• 

Hatred deep rankling in their breasts to thosid 
Late held as freres, but now esteemed as foes, 
And cram the yawning cannon to the mouth, 
With which to play the game of North and Soutbl 
We here together peaceably unite- 
Circled around by reason's holy light ; 
That tells us it is better far to be 
For ever joined in glorious harmony 
Than tangled in the reticle of hate, 
To be repented when it is too late -^ 
To see a building (wisely set apart, 
To Letters, Science, and time honored Art) 
Initiated, which, when duly raised, 
May be by future generations praised. 

The task is o*er; the level and the square 
Have done their part : the interceding prayer 
Has been upborne to heaven on rays of light. 
And humbly laid before the Infinite ! 
The oil has been poured forth, to symbolize 
The love and peace that here find exercise: 
And if its spirit's cherished as it ought, 
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ilent faction here will come to nought, 
ine cup has been emptied of its juice — 
er sign from which we may deduce, 
oy and gladness— twins of heavenly birth— ^ 
s, at times, some countenance on earth, 
istly, corn's been freely scattered round— • 
er emblem in which mfty be found 
ish that penury and dismal want 
ever here display their figures gaunt; 
alenty may for ever fill the land, 
to give, where needs, with liberal hand, 
1 now let fancy have her wilful way 
tier, like us, a partial holiday— 
ser into the darksome womb of Time, 
lote the wonders ther||||pi crabbed rhyme. 
st,.she beholds complete in every part 
Nursery of Science and of Art ; 
oor, wide open, bidding all who choose . 
;ep within, and read the " latest news." 
, an array of Books attracts her ken— 
le children of the minds of noble men— 
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iJV 



Well marked by readers carious to achi( 
The mysteries that their author did conceive. 
And now the hour is eventide^ and lo ! 
She sees, close seated, many an eager row 
Of mortals, listening with attentive ear 
To the wise thoughts of able Lecturer, 
Whilst ever and anon his knowledge draws 
Forth from their very hearts unfeigned applaug 

Again the vision changes ; and she looks 
On students poring over learned books, 
In which they, to their full contentment, find 
That food sought ever by the craving mind. 
Which fits them to appear in life's great pla; 
With innate confidence and undismay! 
Once more the v^n changes, and she sees 
One of those students taking high degrees 
Amongst the learned, and claiming as his owi 
A^ that the human mind has ever known ! 
And whilst the world acknowledges his worth* 
le'U n^me this township as his place of ]birth ;. 
nd say his knowledge first began to shoot 
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;erly, upward, in this Institute ! 

1 now what heart will not exclaim with me, 

hopeful confidence * so mote it be.' 



SHAMROCK LEAVES. 

IDITH PHIN, KILMORB,^0 HER COUSIN 
% BftlDGET, IRELAND. 

No. 1. 
liB Biddy,— 

Faix ! tis wid myself Oi'm growing crosser 

daily, 
rthe toime IVe took in writmg home; but 

Biddy, darling ! railly 
time has been so taken up wid sweethearts 

by the dozen, 
at I could'nt spare a minit for to write to you, 

my cousin. 
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You axed me just to send you word what koic 

' o' country this is 
For lonely girls like you and me (which here i 

' reckoned mL8ses)i 
And if 'twas loikeily that we could, in foi?e or si 

months win 
A pink dthress wid a pip in it, to |b to chapdin 
Bo jist to show what it is, Oi'll give you m; 
career, 

« 

Since that same lucky hour, dear Bid, when furs 

Oi landed here, i ^ 

Which when you read Oi'm shure you Hill at woDS 

pack up your clothes, 
And lave ould Oirland far behind wid all i< 

wants and woes. 
The morning that we came on shore, fhe^othl 

girls and me, 
We tuck a walk around the town, to see what ^ 

could see, 
Md in the street they call Big Bourke, we stopp 

foreninst a door 
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fhe posts of which was plastered *^ Wanted 

servants by the score :** 
in we wenti and down we sot, in rows upon 

the benches, 
i', tho' it's me that says it. Bid, ft tidy lot of 

wenches, 
less nor twenty minits toime, we all were hired 

away, 
act as cookSi and laundresses^ and house* 

maids ; and our pay 
IS mostly betune thirty-foive and forty pounds 

a year, 
d heaps o' bread, and lots o' meat, and lashins 

too 0* beer, 
was engaged as housemaid, to a &mily in town, 
i loiked the place amazing, until Clara Jane 

O'Brown 
ivinced me that my labor was too much for 

one to do- 
lt I should have a holiday a fortnight, as my 

due. 
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So I went one day to missaSi and I tould 

her face. 
To leave I was determined in a week or so, 
My wages was too little and my work it v 

greati 
Wid no fish for fasting Fridays, nor no picl 

could mate* 
And I could*nt go to bed at tin, and rise e 

eight. 
I tould her also scrubbing floors was noi 

work at all. 
At which remark she then began me ojus 

to call, 
Such as you "lazy haridan"* and "dirty 

drab", 
Which hated up my blood so mucb^ I gfl 

gab for gab ; 
And so to cut the matter short, Oi left th< 

that night. 
And at the Cremome Gardens spent an e 

o' delight. 
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Biddy darlint^ that's the place for music and 

for dMyiDg> 

darlinuids, wid lots o' brads, an* circos horses 

prancing, 
rockets shooting in the air, and roaring guns 

loike thunder, 
illigant divarshuns in the circular rotunda ! 
next place that Qi lived at was a mdghty big 

hotel, 
Dlace it was a chambermaid's, an faix Oi loiked 

it well, 
the pickings war tremendous, as my darlint 

you may guess, 
m 01 tell you in a fortnight Oi had got a satin 

dthress, 
as for rings and eardrops, sure they dropt in 

thick and fast, 
missus grew quite- envious, and payed me off 

at last, 
two months after laving there, Oi lived, dear 

Bid my honey 
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InoidlenessandpIeasuroiloikeaUdyon mymoney* 
At last Oi took a notion that Oi*d laY^Jlie town , 

and troy ^jr 

A short bout in the country, and so, Biddy, het0 

amOi; 
At Eilmoroi where at service Oi have nearly six 

months tarriedi 
And iherete little chance o* laving, as Oi*m going 

to be marriedy 
To what is termed a Cockatoo— which manes a 

farmer'--who 
Has lots o' land and milking cows, and pigs and 

poultry too. 
OiVe nothing more to tell you« Bid, but hope yon 

wont delay. 
Whene'er this letiher reaches you, in getting on 

the say : 
And OrU be there to meet you, Bid, as missus 

something then. 
At present Oi subscribe myself, your cousin, 

Judith Phin. 
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No. 2. 

DxAB BiDBT, much I was afeared £he letfher had 

miscarriedf 
Oi 9ent you in the prospect of my going to be 

married; 
For months rooU'd by, and ships arrived, yet 

ne'er a lettUiBr came. 
Addressed to me as single girl, nor yet as wedded 

dame. 
And gloved 01 was entoirly, and my hope was 

nearly past, 

When the boy that brings the letthers round 

brought yours to me at last. 
Och ! darlint, had you seen the lep Oi gave when 

it Oi got, 
And looked upon the postmark o' my own dear ^ 

native spot, 
And conjured up the cabins, with the turf piles by 

the doors, 
^ And the little pigeens squeaking, heads and tails 

upon the floors ; 
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You would ha?o thought me crazy^ and in trotl^ 

Oi was that same, 
For the toime wid verj lightsomness, and^ 

whisper, whereas the hlame ? 
Of coorse 01 quickly broke the sale> and spelt iC^ 

through and through, 
And its contents both delighted, and depressecL 

me sadly too ; 
Delighted, that you war in health, wid pratee^ 

undezazed ; 
Depressed, because you seem to be wid oidlo 

fancies saized. 
Sure the dangers that you mentioned, Biddy^'s 

nothing but a drame, 
For sailing on the say's as safe as boating on a 

^ Btrame ; 

w 

A bout of sickness you may have, but then when 

that is over, 
Therest is as divarting's picking daisies in the clover! 
Oi tould you in my last, Oi think, mj marriage*^ 

approach-^ 
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been a long while over now, and, tho' we have 

no coach 
which to go to chapel, we have got a 

shandridan, 
it*s saited most convanient, in the raal ould 

Oirish plan, 
i Oi hope, my darlint cousin, that the fates 

will so controive, 
t you and Oi together both, in it will have a 

droive ! 
seem to think it joking, the account of my 

success, 
he matter of my swatehearts, my devarshuns, 

and my dress, 
, by my conscience, Biddy dear, it*s true as 

Oirland's green, 
that Oi*m your cousin Judith, or Victoria's 

Britain's Queen, 
to show how Oi'm adi|pcing in the gentles' 

estimation, 
.0 a ball the other night recaived an invitation 



l5d shAi^bock leaves. 

('Twos given by the cricketers)^ and t 

coorse I went^ 
('Tho* Larry^ Oi am thinkings grudged th 

that Oi spent). 
In snow white moslin^ trimmed t^id pinls 

my head Oi wore 
A wraith, the loike of which Oi'm sure w 

seen before. 
Oh ! musha ! Bid, had you been there, ( 

what Oi beheldi 
Such dthresseSy ribbons, wraiths, reset 

could'nt be excelled^ 
Such dancing, too, no vulgar jigs, wid i 

heel and toOi 
^0 make one quite onlady loike, pers] 

pttf and blow. 
£ut fashionable polkas, and the sentimeni 
And the swate Yarsovianna, wid its little 

and halts ! § 
And then the supper table made an ilBg 

play/ 
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ast turkey^ goose^ duck^ fowl and ham^ in 

great abundance lay. " ^ 

d wine in lashing spread around—dark port* 

and goolden sherry— 
d the company all seemed to be quite homel§ 

loike and merry, 
cannot tell you, Biddy, all the fun we had that 

noight^ 
lich no one thought of breaking up until 'twas 

broad dayloight, 
dOi fancy from the tratement that Oi met wid 

altogether, 
may calculate myself to be a lady now for ever* 
, cousin; come, take my advoice, your luck may 

be the same, 
>u'll always get the sleeves if of a silken gown 

you drame. 
'm tired wid all this writing^^but before Oi dry 

my quil, 
slieve me, Bid, iho* changed in name, your 

cousin Judith still. 



THf BALLAD OF LADIE MARY. 

(IN THE MANNER OP THE ANCIENTS.) 

Ladie Mary sits intill her bowar. 
To watch the sun gae ower the hill, 

An^ ay as he sinks in his cloudy bed. 
Her bonny een wi* saut tears fill. 

An* " Oh," she sighs, " gin my love was true. 
An* keepit the vows he vowed to me. 

The bitter tears that start to my een 
Yon round red sun wa*d never see. 

But he has broken his haly aith. 
An* never thinks on the shame I bear ; 

Oh ! sorrow an' dool to sic heartless loons 
That vow till they kiss then think nae mair. 

My bonny wee babe, gin I thocht your heart 
Wad grow like his that's forsaken thee, 

I wad pray to the faither o* faitherless bairns 
That man's estate ye micht never see." 
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'It then spake her faither, an' said, 
** Oh ! haud your tongue, my dochter fair, 

Our fause fause luve will own his bairn. 
Or else the curse o' an auld man bear," 

•^11' out then spak her brither bauld, • 

" Oh ! dry your een my «ister dear 
f your fause fause love winna own his bairn 

I'll be his ill for m«ny a year." 

U' so it fell upon a day, 

When the winter wind was dreech and dr?ar, 
jord Konald was riding his gallant bay. 

But little he ferlied wha was near. 

.n' first he was stopt by a burly chiel. 
An* syne by a man baith auld and gray ; 
Now wha be ye," Lord Ronald he said, 
" That stops me thus on the Kimg's highway ?" 

Oh, I'm Ladye Mary's auld gray faither,'* 
The auld man said, and wroth looked he, 
An' I'm Ladye Mary's ain a brither," 
The ither said wi' an angry ee. 

An' we have socht you for mony ae day. 
Through cauld an' weet, through mirk and fair, 
3 tejl you the ladye that you hae wranged 
Has gotten a son, maun be your heir." 

>rd Ronald lauched till his sides were sair, • 
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Au' the tears came triakling frae his eyne, 
An' said, " Gae hame, you silly auld fool. 
The brat you speak o's nane o' mine." 

'* You lie, Lord Ronald," the auld man cried, 
" An* wrong my dochter mair and mair. 

For grcetin', she says, within her bower, 
Nae man but you was ever there." 

'* Gae 'wa*, gae *wa', you silly auld fool. 
Nor stop me on the King's highway ; 

I tell you there's mair been in her bower 
Than I hao time to stop and say. 

No\)jlet me gang" — but the young chiel sprang 
An* gruppit the beast by the bridle fast ; 

And the auld man swore a deadly aith 
That hour o' his life wad be 1^ last, 

'* Unless you will faither my dochter's barrn 
Or pay wi red gowd for it's nursin' fee." 

But the bonny bay gae a loup in the air. 
An' left them alane their wroth to dree. 

Lord Ronald has hied him awa to the King, 
And cried " my liege a boon I crave ; 

An auld man's dochter has gotten a bairn : 
An' to faither the same they^e wad have. 

They've stopit me on the King's highway, 
An* they hae sworn to be my death," 
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** Gramereie ! is this thing true ?" said the King. 
" As fate," said Lord Konald, *' I take my aith." 

i The silly auld man to the King was brocht, 
i« The silly auld man, eke and his son, 
; ^nd the King has made them repent the deed, 
The lawless deed that they hae ddbe. 

"^nd they are bound by a haily aith. 

To keep their hands frae Lord Ronald for ay : 
■^Q' now Lord Ronald may ride in peace 

On his bonny steed on the King's highway. 

^^d when Ladye Mary was tellt the news. 
She cri^d and she tore her silken hair ; 
' Oh ! sorrow a/i' dool to sic heartless loons, 
• Who vow till they kiss an* think nae mair." 

^^' ay she sits in her lanely bower. 
An' watches the sun gae ower the hill ; 

tk' when he sinks in "his cloudy bed, 
Her bonny een wi' saut tears fill. 

Cer een they fill wi' saut saut tears, 
An' her heart is like to burst wi' wae ; 

^or sorrow has entered licr faithcr's ha'. 
An' there 'twill bide for mony a day. 
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THE DYING GIRL. 

Oil, weep not, weep not, mother dear ; 

. Better for nie to die. 

For my heart is sick of this sinful world— 

Where the well of truth is dry ; 
I cannot live to be the loathe 

Of every woman's eye. 

And blame me not, my mother dear. 

For loving him so well ; 
There was a music in his tongue 

That, like some wondrous spell. 
Twined round and round my silly*heart. 

And I unhapp'ly fell ! 

And pray with me, my mother dear. 
For the soul of that little one. 

Whoso earthly cares an ending had 
The hour they were begun. 

Oh ! plead for the blessing of God, for ill 
By it was never done. 

And should you meet him, mother dear 

Upbraid him not, but say, • 
My latest -wish was he should kneel 
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Beside my grave, and pray 
'^OT peace to his soul and rest to mine, 
In the dim world far away ! 

^ow cease your tears, my mother dear, • 

For I feel the end is nigh, 
^nd I thank the Giver of all good 

I am about to die, • 

For oh! in heaven there will be none • 

To look with a loathing eye 1 



THE CHAPEL BELL. 



Hark ! to the tones of the chapel bell. 
Floating upon the morning air ; 

I'his is the day of rest, they tell. 
This is the day of prayer. 

^own the valley they float along. 
Borne upon the whispering breeze, 

-•eavingthe thrill of their measured song 
In homes amongst the trees. 

•^n many a mourner's ear they fall. 
And speak of solace found in heaven, 

^0 many a hardened heart they call, 
** You need to be forgiven." 
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Oh ! mortals, haste, whilst you have the power. 

To attend unto such luring tones, 
Postpone it not to a later hour, 

Tempt not the Throne of Thrones! 

The very birds, in the leafy bowers, • 

They seem to carol a softer lay ; 
And the sweet smile of the dreamy flowers 

Proclaim the Sabbath day. 

Peace seems to have spread upon the earth 
Her gentle hallowed, heaven-born spell. 

And " good will" in the tones have birth, 
Of yonder chapel bell. 

Oh sweet are the tones of the chapel bell. 
As they wing their way on the morning air. 

This is the day of rest they tell. 
This is the day of prayer ! 

TRUST NOT IN SMILES. 

Oh trustnot in smiles ! they are meaningless things. 
As empty as air-bells that float on the deep ; 

They come and they go on invisible wings. 
Like phantoms that throng in the brain while 
asleep. 

Oh trust not in smiles ! for how often we find 
Them linked to the thread of a selfish desire. 



\ 
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Assumed for the purpose of being a blind 

To the heart unacquaint with deception's attire- 

Oh trust not in smiles ! there is many an eyq 
That beameth full brightly in throngs of the gay, 

That weeps like a fountain that ne'er will run dry, 
When the jubilant crowd hath evanished away. 

Oh trust not in smiles ! nor believe every face 
That wears them to be a true semblance of soul. 

For the sunbeams that lend to yon river its grace 
Tell not of the slime in each chasm and hole ! 



TO A SKYLARK. 

Hail to thee, happy bird — 

Glory to thee ! 
Often with joy I've heard 

Thy song of glee 
Falling like angels lay 

Down to tne earth, 
Driving dark thoughts away. 

With brighter 's birth. 

When the day star is seen 

Winging it's flight 
Up the dawn's silver sheen 

Dazzlingly* bright. 
Then are thy glad notes heard 

High in the air, 
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Sweet as assenting word 
Of maiden foir. 

Oh ! had I wings to fly, 

Like unto thee, 
Far in the azure sky ; 

Happy I'd be. 
Then, as companions, we'd 

Soar on the%ing ; 
Care we would never heed. 

But gaily sing. 

At heaven's golden door 

Matins we'd trill. 
And with our tuneful store, 

Seraph hearts thrill ; 
If in our pilgrimage 

Weariness pressed, 
On the cloud's silver edge 

There would we rest. 

Oh! 'twould be joyousness 

Mortal ne'er kenned : 
Oh ! 'twould be happiness 

Poet ne'er penned : 
Oh ! 'twould be bliss unheard 

Too great to be. 
Hail to thee, happy bird, 

.Glory to thee ! 
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TO LOVE. 

To love, and V) be loved again ! 

What rapture there is in the thought : 
Ct makes — tho' hope be on the wane— . 

Liife's darkest hours with sunshine fraught^ 
Oh ! 'tis the mystic chord that binds 

Those better beings up above ; 
And teary-eyed Dispondence finds 

A. magic, in the apund of Love I 

To love, and have that love returned^ 

Sums up the whole of human bliss ; 
To love, and have that passion spurned, 

What greater grief hath life than this ? 
Yet I have loved ; no purer flame 

E'er burned within the human breast ; 
I thought it heaven to breathe a name — 

That name must now in silence rest ! 

Still, as she flits through gayer throngs 

Than those that greet my wayward path, 
^ay no remembrance of my wrongs. 

Dispel the seeming joy she hath. 
And when the world — as oft it will — 

A#ks, why my brow is clouded o'er? 
I'll answer — peace, lone heart, be still !-^ 

I loved, but I will love no more ! 
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THE DREAM HAS FLED. 
(written on the beceipt op wedding CA.aD3.) 

The dream has fled, the vision's o'er. 
And joy's ta'en wing for everpaore ; 
For now that worshipped form of thine. 
Which long I tbouorht was only mine. 
Another claims as all his own 
And I'm forsaken and alone ! 

Yes, there they lie, the pasteboard things, 

That unto me this knowledge Brings, 

That cherished virgin name I see't. 

Which I may never more repeat ; 

And oh thy Hymeneal name, 

*T would burn my tongue to speak the same. 

Oh hadst thou known my love for thee. 

Its deep, indwelling fervency. 

Its deadness unto all beside 

Thy graceful image, deified ; 

Thou never wouldst have left me here 

To brood o'er blight's embittered tear I 

But, fare thee well ! and may you ne'er 

Have aught but pleasure's lot to share. ■ ^. 

For me-^in all earth's wide domain, 

I dare not make a friend again ; * 

For now my heart is dead almost 

Since I so loved, and loving lost 1 
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TO MY HAT. 



• 171 



yVo quizzing me about you, hat, because you Ve 

old aujl brown, 
btle limp about the leaf, and battered on the 

crown, 
greasy in the lining ; but they must forget, 

I trow, 
t man's awarded heritage is " sweating of the 

brow!" 

y fancy, I am thinking, 'tis the hat that makes 

the man, 
ersing,as it is their wont, philosophy's old plan, 

it mind, and not the trappings wherein man 

may be ornate, 
;he only thing by which we can another 

estimate ! 

hat! the men that glory in a dazzling silk or in 
ncy colored "wide-awake," I often see them grin 
ron and me,- but, let them, what to us is all 

their scorn ; 
*t everyone — in thought at least — to indepen- 
dence born ! 

3 married ladies tell me, that as long as ever we 
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Remain in constant fellowship, my own 

cabbage tree, 
I'll never get a wife at all, bccauso tlio girls 

think 
Vm a sloven past redeeming, as a sun-dried 

of ink ! 

Alas! it's very grievous, they will not lea^ 

alone ; 
They see our faults— or think they do— forf 

of their own ; 
But, there's one comfort loft us still; 

eyes as well as they. 
And we think a deal at times, old hat, as 

as we say ! 



WORK ENOUGH FOR ALL. 



TO THE UNEMPLOYED. 



Why spend your time in idle talk, 

Instead of honest work? 
Why daily from your dwellings stalk, 

la "labor marts" to lurk? 
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the plan to move your backs 

a off misfortune's wall ? 

ime ! up country make your tracks ; 

•e*s work enough for all ! 

3t think, from what I've seen, 
re only men in name, 
! your actions iEire too mean 
1 fellowship to claim, 
ouldn't hang about like you, 
in abjection crawl ; 
ith determination true, 
. work enough for all ! 

sought for work, and sought in vain ? 

-at your price you mean— • 

K, this truth within your brain, 

gs are not as they've been, 

an honest manly crust, 

o' it may be small, 

grovelling in the pauper's dust ; 

re*s work enough for all ! 

ok to Stump, Bosh, Froth, and Co., 

^ive you wealth enow, 

broad cloth for a Sunday shew, 

I acres broad to plough 1 

.dent serfs ! can you not feel 

)ir power at best is small? 
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Put your own ghoulders to the wheel. 
There's work enough for all ! 

Oh, fools, I tell you, it behoves 

You should to this attend. 
Where there's a wiU it ever proves 

Victorious In the end. 
Before the child can walk upright. 

It first must learn to crawl ; 
Lay that to heart, and face the fight. 

There's work enough for all ! 

RHYTHMIC PHILOSOPHY; 

^' Tajke the world as it wags," it is all for the best^ 

Is a motto I like to uphold. 
The future scarce gives me a moment's unrest 

And the past, it is vain to unfold ! 
Then cheer up, desponders; grow merry with me; 

Ne'er look at existence up hill ; 
But fill up a bumper; our toast it will be, 

•* The .world, let it wag as it will !" 

If in love you are crossed, never whimper and 
sigh. 

For it only adds fuel to flame. 
But, haughtily, bid the unfaithful good-bye. 

And start in pursuit of fresh game ; 
^or weddings are all made in heaven, folks say^ 
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And heaven its decrees will fulfil ; 
And well all get a wife of oiir own I dare say ; 
So let the world wag as it will ! 

Should your prospects be blighted, or hopes be 
destroyed, 

What matter ? 'tis folly to fret ; 
The spirits should ne'er by such trifles be cloyed;' 

If they be, the worse treatment they'll get : 
The longer you dwell on such bothersome things; 

The deeper your misery strikes. 
And soriTows are always provided with wings. 

So let the world wag as it likes I 

Take the world as it wags,- 1 repeat it once more, 
■ And never look down in the mouth, 
'For the wind, wh^n it^ blows from the north, lam 
sure 

It will change by and by to the south ; 
As the cloud that bedimmeth the sun's gladsome 
ray 

No lengthened continuance brags. 
So our sorrows, tho' deep, unto joy will give way, 

So take the world just as it wags ! 



SONNETS. 
I. 

Did I possess ihe power, as I've the will 

T'engrave thy name on page imperishable ; 
With what a fftf^ture would I seize mj quill^ 

And sit me dowd beside my writing table. 
The world, with all its cankerous cares and toils, 

Would be forgot in such a glorious task ; 
For, 'neath the light of thine ethereal smileSi 

I then would in imagination bask. 
Oh ! fairest of earth's creatures, tho* I deemdd 

My heart impregnable for long long yearSi 
*Tis vanquished by the ray of light which beamed 

From thy bright eyes ; and nothing now appears 
But a sad ruin, through which my sighs 
Sing to the night their doleful melodies ! 

n; 

The rose beneath my window blossoms fair ; 

The lilies smile in spotless purity ; 
Carnations, many-hued, graco the parterre, 

And the verbina courts obscurity. 
The fuschias droop like ear-drops^ and the air 

Is pregnant with the perfume of the pea ; 
And beauties seem to revel everywhere. 
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my soul compares it unto thee ; ^ 

ito nothingness it slinks away-« 
lou alone, art beauty's personation-* 
ng all, just as the light of day 
incs a taper's paltry lumination ! 
a form, then, what can thy soul be ? 
reflection of divinity. 

nr. 

ng on thee morning, noon, and night, 

ng thee before me all day long, 

ng thee with every thing T write, 

laking thee the theme of all my song 

nee of love, then do I love 

:ely, purely, constantly ^ever 

tal since the earliest weWvas wove 

J, by the Omnipotent All-Giver ! 

mere idle fancy of the brain, . 

igned affection of a moon-struek bard, 

nine as some old familiar strain 

3dern embellishments unmarred, 

gers in the soul ; then, lady fair, 

t thine ears to thy slave's earnest prayer ! 

IV. 
s no such thing as love," the cynic cries, 
but a dream of boys and girls, unfit 
lah matured ;" and, pleased with his own 
wit. 
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if^lf satifl&ction glimmers in his eyes. 
But, study that man's eccentricities ; 

Strive to unfold his antecedent .doings. 

Youll find amongst them that there have bee 
wooings. 
Soft looks, sweet words, and sentimental sighs, 

And many a passion, ^rvent as the breeze 
That Cometh from the desert, which has met 

With no response ; 'tis only such these 
Misfortunes which can in the heart beget 
Thoughts like the one I started with above- 
That fain would make believe there's no sue 
thing as love ! 

» V. 

Alas ! for love, I felt it long ago ; 
On every thing I traced the fair one's name, 
Until, at last, it so familiar came, 

Scarce could my tongue from speaking it foreg< 

But she was fated for another: so 
I had in secret, o'er my loss to mourn, 
And oft I wished I never had been born, 

Like patient Job, when overwhelmed with woe ! 

But hope revives ; again a star appears 
To guild the horison of my little world, 

And fills my soul with all that most endears. 
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Love, tremulous as the leaf that hath been 
whirled 
To kiss the suolight, mayit never cease, 
Bat be by thee, fair maid, encouraged to increase. 

VI. 
Klarj, there is a music in thy name, 

As there is language in thy liquid eyes. 

That lures the heart to love thee; coldness dies, 
The natural coldness of this loveless frame. 

When I behold thee, beautiful and fair, 
Twining thy tendrils of affection round 
The hearts of thy dear parents, Tve e'en foun d 

In thee a being that forbids dei^air. 
despair ! of what ? of ever being gazed 

Upon with fondness; for me thinks that thou 
Perhaps 'tis but a dream, but be it razed) 

Looketh upon me with a well-pleased brow ; 
f not wj|h love aAd fondness, let me trust 
fiih something there akin, the adverse of disgust. 



SONGS. 



THE CROSS THAT GUARDS OUR LAND. 
['is not in chivalry we trusts 
For all its storied might— 
or yet in arm of kindred dust ; 
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I 

Our freedom and our right, 
Heaven in her plentitude hath sent 

A power more truly* grand, 
'Tis emblemed in the firmament, 

The cross that guards our land ! 

The southern cross ! behold its broad 

A.nd beautiful display, 
A living token from our God 

To cheer us in dismay ! 
No power on earth can work us scath 

While yonder it will stand. 
Resplendent in it*s milky path — 

The cross that guards our land ! 

Victoria ! where'er may be 

Unfurled that banner's name. 
May sons of thine protect it free 

From tarnish, blot, or shame ! 
Our faith, our freedom, and oar right 

Are from the same high hand. 
As yonder glory of the night, 

TJie cross that guards our land ! 

WATTLE BLOSSOMS. 

It is spring-time, and the fragrance 

Of the wild flowers fill the air, 
And the merry birds «itQ %m%\ii^ 
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Round about me every-where ; ^ 

And the winds have ceased their whUpers, 

And the clouds have left the skj. 
And the sun is beaming softly, 
Like the light of beauty's eye. 
ut#ie fairest thing, the dearest thing, the 

sweetest thing to me, 
; the gorgeous golden blossom that adorns the 
Wattle tree. 

For 'twas in a spring departed-* 

I remember well the day-* 
When I wandered by yon streamlet. 

With a heart as nature gay. 
And the darling one beside ihef # 

As we passed a fragrant tree, 
Cried, " Oh ! those golden blossoms. 

Will you pluck some, love, for me." 
The wish was hardly spoken, when I sprang 

in ecstasy 
For the bunch of gayest blossom, that adorned 

the Wattle tree. 

And I twined them in a garland, 

*Twas like gold, bo yellow bright, 
And placed it on ker forehead ^ 
* Thrilling with a fond delight. 
And Oh ! she looked so lovely , 
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# 



WitE her crown of gold and greei 
That I could not help exclaiming, 

" Hail to thee, my Wattle Qiieen : 
And, since that time, where'er I roaor, t1 

dearest thing to me. 
Is the gorgeous golden blossom, that ado 

the Wattle tree, 

OH, COULD I TRBID THAT DBAR DEiR 1 

Oh, could I tread that dear dear spot. 

Which wandering fancjr paints,- 
flow qiiickjy then would be forgot 

My sorrows and complaints, 
Beneath the cool and fluttering shade 

Of yonder old gum tree^; 
I'd clasp within my arms the maid 

That's all- the world to me ! 

The birds would warblb overhead. 

The streamlet at our feet 
In gladness o'er its pebbly bed 

Would " murmur music sweet," 
The breeze that wantons through tha glade 

Would waft, as guessed might be, 
Eternal vows unto the maid 

That's all the world to me ! 

'Tis there we met-^we paxVe^— \^«\.v 
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ris there we'll meet again. 

Less some sad disaster blast • 

?he dreams I entertain ; 

;, fortune, tho* a fickle jade, 

Vill ne'er so cruel be 

change, the aflfections of the maid 

?hat*3 all the world to me ! 

)ve her, tho' I naqie her not 

Vith rapture that excels, 

t; secret will I keep the spot 

yhere she in beauty dwells ; 

i though mankind should all upbraid, 

itill constant will I be 

the beautiful^ the darling inaid. 

Chat's all the world to me ! 

MAIDEN WITH THE RAVB^^ HAIR. 

iden with the raven hair, 

Josy lips, and beaming eyes. 

It thou listen to the prayer 

)f one who almost for the« dies ? 

tering words and fervent sighs 

lourly from my lips depart ; 

3ut who can tell the agiftiies (^ 

at rend in twain this tortured heart ! 

linger near thee, and to hear, 
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Thy gentle voice's utterings fall 
fjike sweetes^t music on my ear. 

Is heaven to me terrestrial—. 

A pleasure that can never pall. 
But pleases more at each repeat. 

As to the wanderer is the call 
.That guides him to a kind retreat. 

To gaze upon thy face and see 

The soul imprinted in thine eyes. 
Is rapture dearer unto me 

Than fancy's glimpse of paradis e 
Of those who pay their sacrifice 

At Mecca's or Modena's shrine : 
Then, oh !• award to me the prize, 

Worth all the world— that heart of thine! 

THE BRIGHT SUN HATH GONE. 

The bright sun hath gone 

To the land of the west. 
The wild birds have flown 

To the forest to rest. 
The winds are at play 

With the leavea^on the tree. 
While Ifcely I stray. 

And think but of thee! 

The whispers of e^e. 
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Tho' all but divine, 
^re nothing, believe 

Me, dearest, to thine. 
The stars of the night 

That flood all the skies 
Are dim to the light 

Of thy beautiful eyes ! 



The fields they are fair 

When the flowers are in bloom. 
And lend to the air 

A delicious perfume. 
But thou art more fair 

Than the flowers of the field— 
Thy graces more rare 

Than the perfumes they yield! 

When bidding adieu, 

You said I'd forget ! 
But the doubt was untrue. 

For I think of thee yet ; 
And as long as the charm 

Of thy name's on my lips 
No other fair form 

Shall thine e'er eclipse! 
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TANTALIZING LUCT. 

Talk not to me, ye would-be wise. 
Of fairy forms and beaming eyes. 
Of glowing lips that melt with sighs, 

So ruby, soft, and juicy } 
I know a lass worth all the girls 
That ever wore their hair in curls ; 
Of beauty she's the pearl of pearls** 

My tantalizing Lucy ! 

Fair as the rainbow is her form. 
That glads the eye amid the storm f 
And oh ! her heart is true and warm 

As sun upon the dial ; 
Her eyes are like twin violets, wet 
With midnight dew ; her hair is jet ; 
Eoyalty on her brow hath set, 

Hgr stamp there's no denial i 

And men her ruby lips ! oh dear ! 
They seem to say ** there's nectar here."^ 
Her teeth so dazzling white, appear 

Like pearls relieved by cherries ; 
Her taper neck appears to grow 
From graceful shoulders drooping low, 
Supported by a breast of snow ; 

And oh ! the love that there is 1 
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To hear her speak is nyisie rare ; 

To hear her sing is magic fair. 

To hear her play— rah ! dreamer, there 

Your brain and pen refuse ye. 
She's just a bundle of the best 
Graces nature ever drest ; 
I feelj but can't explain the rest— * 

Dear tantalizing Lucy ! 



OH, PITt MY CASK. 

Oh, pity my case, I implore thee^ 
For, lady, I love— I adore thee ; 

And tho' much that is rare 

I have seen, yet I swear 
I ne'er saw an angel before thee. 

For thy lips — oh they smile so serenely ! 
And thy brow— 'tis so lofty, so queenly 

And thine eyes are as bright 

As the stars of the night 
When the wind wantons frozen and keenly ! 

And thy voice, 'tis so soft-^o entrancing- 
Like music upon the waves dancing ; 

And thy steps fall as light 

As the tears of the night, 
Of a beautiful sunbeam advancing ! 
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Oh ! had I a volume befoie me, 

With the goddess of love smiliiig o'er me, 
I would fill it with naught 
But the heart-graven thought— 

That I love thee— I fondly adore thee ! 



MY LOVB FOR THEE. 

My love for thee— my love for thee 
Is deeper than the deepest sea- 
ls purer than the purest snow-^ 
Is fervent as a furnace glow. 
And, like old ocean's ebb and flow. 
Will constant be eternally ! 

My love for thee— my love for thee 
Gives hope, and heart) and nerve to me— 
Gives hope, that brighter days may smile- 
Gives heart, to battle with my toil — 
Gives nerve, to conquer and to foil 
The storms that flee o'er life's rough sea ! 

My love for thee— my love for thee 
Is such, that if 'twere said to me. 
Here's riches, titles— they are thine 
If thou wilt but thy love resign,— 
I'd scorn them both, and ne'er repine. 
And happier be possessing thee ! 
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MELODY. 
I WONDER DOES SHE EVER THINK OP ME 1 

When the daj begins to dawn 
And the Willoo has gone 

To his home in the old hollow tree, 
And the birds tell their tales 
To each other in the vales— 

I wonder does she ever think of me ? 

Oh my love — my own love ! 
Of thee I ever dream : 

My heart is constant as the ripple 
To the pebbly stream. 

When the noon brings to drink 

The flocks to the brink 

. Of the river that runs to the sea. 

And man from his toil 

Takes rest for a while, 

I wonder does she ever think of me ? 

Oh my love, &c., Ac. 

When the soft eve has come, 
And we list to the hum 

Of the bees as they homeward flee, 
And the stars gently weep 
O'er the flowera^ls they sleeps 

I wonder does she e'er think of me ? 

Oh my love, &c. 



.J 
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HUBRAT FOR THE KANGAROO. 

Oh when the bright Australian son 

Steals from his orient bed. 
And the soft winds sport with laughing flowers 

And the glittering leaves o'erhead. 
What joy to hie to the woods afar 

Where the Kangaroo roameth free. 
With steeds all life and hounds for the strife 

And a jovial Companie ! 

Then let us sing, till echoes ring 
The wild woods through and through. 

Hurray, for the riders, the steeds and hounds, 
And hurray for the Kangaroo ! 

We envy not the Millionaire 

With his bags of shining gold. 
Nor the man of birth, nor worldly power, 

Nor the one in fame grown old ; 
Our spirits are light as flakes of snow. 

Our hearts possess such share 
Of contentment's thrill, that envy*s ill 

Oan find no lodgement there ! 

Then let us sing, etc., etc. 

With joke and jest, and song we speed 

Away through forests seer, " 
The ladies— heaven preserve them long ! 

Showing never a sign of fear : 
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And when the hounds dash through the scrub 

On scent, or track, or trail, 
Away we split, with a well strained bit. 

Each one sworn foe to the tail ! 

Then let us sing, etc., etc. 

What tho* we may not always be 

Successful in the run. 
There's none can say but on each such day 

We have plenty of genuine fun ; 
Oh, that is the best of all life's gifts, 

Let those who please gainsay ; 
So chorus my song, ye jovial throng, 

With a hip, hip, hip, hurray ! 

And let us sing, etc., etc. 

THE LOVED ONES FAE AWAY. 

OHRISTldiS SONQ. 

Again Old Father Christmas comes to break life's 
dreary round. 

To glad the heart and thrill the soul with mirth's 
transporting sound. * 

And while he sheds his smiles on us, let Care for- 
gotten be ; 

He's been our thraldom long enough ; to-night we 
will be free. 
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And unto those who keep sincere through life*^ 

protracted sway, 
We'll drink^ as well as unto those, the loved ones 

far away: 

What tho' no holly bough we have to deck his 

ancient brow, 
Well warp a wreath of pleasant words and many 

a friendly vow. 
And then the kind old sage will look as pleased 

as pleased can be 
And breathe a blessing on us all for our 

sincerity. 
Then here's to those who keep sincere through ] 

life's protracted sway, 
And unto those for ever dear, the loved ones tax 

aw^y ! 

» 
When next he comes to greet this spot, who knows 

but we may be. 
Perhaps— tho' not forgotten— still, a severed 

companie, 
So while we're here to-night we'll fill one bumper 

to the brim. 
And toast old Father Christmas till our eyes with 

joy grow dim ; 



soKos. 1D3 

• 

< And one to those who keep sincere through life's 
protracted sway ; 
And one to those for ever dear, the loved ones far 
away. 

OH, IF THAT HEABT OP THINE. 

Oh, if that heart of thine, 

Bonnie lassie oh ! 

Was as deep in love as mine, 

Bonnie lassie oh ! 

Then your proud heart it would fain 

Stoop to soothe the torturing pain, 

In the hosom pf your swain, 

Bonnie lassie oh ! 

'Tis a madness none can tell 

Bonnie lassie oh ! 
"When love has cast a spell, 

Bonnie lassie oh ! 
O'er the heart that once was free 
As the breeze on yonder lea. 
Or the foam-bella on the sea, 

Bonnie lassie oh ! 

Every morning, noon, and eve, 

Bonnie lassie oh ! 

Fervent fancy strives to weave, 

Bonnie lassie oh ! • 



194 S0K03. 

t 

Lays for tbee alone^ but still 
Thou art obdurate and cbill 
As the rocks on yonder hill, 

Bonnie lassie oh ! . 

dR me here again implore^ 

Sbnnie lassie oh ! 

While there's hope in my heart's core, 

Bonnie lassie oh ! 

That thou wilt be mine^'tis past ! 

Bosom-grief has fled at last, 

And our lot's together cast, 

Bonnie lassie oh ! 



MY LOVE. 

Oh, my lore is the fairest fair. 

That earth has ever seen. 
For beauty, wit, and graces rare. 

There's nane to match my Jean, 
She's stown my heart beyond remede. 

And dowie now I gae. 
And, oh, I'm sure 'twill be my deade 

If she will say me nay ! 

Whene'er I see the morning sun, 

I fancy 'tis her smile— 
And when the eerie day is done 
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And me released frae toil, 
Oh then beside my lanely lowe 

The homrs like moments glide, 
Wi' thinkmg on what I could thow 

If she were by my side ! 

Oh gin you meet this love o* minei * 

And gin she look at thee. 
Oh dinna try wi' phrases fine 
. To win her love from^me; 
for a' earth's wealth and treasured store 

rd worthless deem I ween, 
If doomed to entertain no more # 

Fond visions o' my Jean ! 

Let fools attempt ambition's peak-— 

Let knaves plot place to gain— 
^ Xiet hair-brained valor glory seek, 
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In war, on land or main : 



I envy not their ends when won ; 

They're all illusive sheen ; 
: But joy to me would ne'er be done 

If partnered wi' my Jean ! 



THE LASS THAT SAID ME "NO,'* 

P I» the hollow o' a glen— 

Where a wimplin bumie flows, 
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And the golden wattle blossoms 

Scent each wanton wind that blows— 

I met a bonny lassie, 
When the sun w/is sinking low, ^ " 

And asked to pree her ruby lips, 
* But, aj, sh« answered " No, 

No, no, no," but ay She answered, "no," 

Wi' her lips that shamed the fairest flower 
£arth ever did bestow ! 

Ilk honied word I whispered. 

That I could think upon ; 
She onl^miled, and signed to me 

The wish, that Vd begone. 
But ilka step I gaed frae her, 

A longing look I'd throw ; 
She kent the meaning o' it weel, 

For ay she answered " no.'* 
No, no, no, etc., etc. 

Since syne, I've wandered ilka nicht 

Adoon that glen sae lane. 
To ponder on the tide o' life, 

It's pleasure and it's pain. 
But oh ! my heart's supremist wibh. 

At evening's ruddy glow. 
Is to meet again the bonny lass^ 
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The lass that said me '^ no.'' 
No, no, no, etc., etc. 

But never since that fatal night • 

Hae I the lassie seen--- 
The glen is losing all its charms, 

Tho' flowerier now and green ; 
J^y life is thwarted every way. 

And love has proved a foe-^ 
I fear 111 never see again 

The lass that said me '' no," 
Ko, no, no, etc., etc. 

THE LASS 0' CRAGIE HA'. 

I've wandered o'er Australia's clime, 
ft From seaboard to its desert wild, 
And beauties seen, that for a time 

My silly heart has sair beguiled ; 
But fair tho' many o' them's been, 

Tho' rich in gifts and ui^co braw. 
There's nane like her I met yestreen. 

Within the bield o' Cragie Ha' I 

Rer smile is like the sunny beam 
That steals to earth on gloomy day. 

Ber een ! Im sure the lightning's gleam 
Was never half so bright as they ; 

Her gentle voice, sae sweet and saft, 
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It gart my heart loup like a ba', 
An' now wi* love I*m nearly daft, 
For her I met at Cragie Ha'. 

In vain I try wi' work an' toil 

To drive her image frae my mind, 
For memory ay brings back her smile, 

That beamed so halo-like an' "kind ; 
And if I try to lilt a sang, 

I find, by some mysterious law. 
My tongue to naething else will gang. 

Than her I met at Cragie Ha'. 

Oh ! mair than blessed maun be that bieL], 

That shelters her frae wind and storm ; 
An' earth her fairest flowers maun yield 

Whar fa's the shadow o' her form ! 
Could I the painter's pencil ply. 

And bade perfection's self to draw— 
Nae ither model seek would I 

Than her I met at Cragie Ha' ! 

THE BIELD BESIDE THE BURN. 

It's no' o' castle auld an' grey, 

whaur. valor erstly grew ; 

It's no' o' palace great an' grand, 

I'm gaun to sing the' noo ! 
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The theme that wakes my soul to song, 

that wins frae me this strain, 

Is, the wee bit bield beside the burn, 

whaur first I met my ain ! 

Tho' far awa, an' lang the time 

since last I looked thereon, 
Tho' on my brow.^time's finger point 

hath many a furrow drawn ; 
Still, still on memory's deathless page 

it boldly stands, and plain— 
The wee bit bield beside the burn, 

whaur first I met my ain ! 

The hill behind, methinks I see 

its moss-grown rocks an' trees, 
The burn befere, methinks I hear 

its rippling melodies ; 
The loaning wi' its hame-gaun kye 

comes back to me again. 
As I think upon the wee bit bield, 

whaur first 1 met my ain ! 

Oh ! often midst the cares that cross 
this fleeting life o' mine, 

I fly for refuge to the days, an' 

dreamings o' Lang Syne ; 

When love, wi' a' its happiness, 

thrilled heart, ^n' sauI, an' brain— 
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In the wee bit bield beside the burn, 

whaur first I met my ainl 

My blessing be upon that bield, 

and a* the folk therein. 
As long as stane will stand on stane, 

and its wee bumie rin ; 
An', lassie ! wi' your heart, I'm sure, 

you*lljoia my sang's refrain-^ 
^' The wee bit bield beside the burn, 

whaur first I met my ain !" 
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